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You take away the eternal from him 
for a little tear that takes away from me... 


Dante, Purgatory, c. V 


Everything was burning. The soft sun of the late summer morning was like 
red-hot lime. A burnt face raised her ass with two holes in her cheeks due to 
thinness, and a watery look; and she said, SUCCHIA Here's the end of the 
world. Make sure you see well, mm I've never seen you during the day! I've 
always seen you in the dark! What, did the women go on strike there? 


And he laughed, toothless. 


Who was he addressing? To a bunch of rowdies on sun-baked chairs in a 
little bar in Marranella. Among these, it was Mommoletto who replied to 
Scucchia: 


MOMMOLETTO You're not dead yet? Yet they told me that work kills 
people! 


Mommoletto was a basset, with crooked eyes, who always laughed like a 
puppet. Next to him, someone let another pour some mineral water onto his 
cupped hands: and he washed his face. They were Alfredino, tall, black, 
with the flat nose of a Moroccan, and the Old Man, a very elegant teddy - 


the dotted suit, the short tie with the big knot, the brooch - still beardless. 
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Alfredino's face, rubbed by his hands, was all glistening with mineral water. 


ALFREDINO A martyr! Listen to a friend, stop working, you too can join 
the Metro Goldwin Mayer company! Haaam! 


And, widening his mouth like a manhole cover, he roared like the Goldwin 
Mayer Metro lion roars: two, three times, with a laughing gaze into space. 


SUCCHIA But whoever does it to you does it! But go and sleep at night 
instead of going to play cards! Me wall everyone out of the morgue! 


But here, vividly, was Accattone's face: serious, heated, tense: it was clear 
that he had a great passion in his heart, which made his chassis vibrate. 


ACCATTONE Here's who knows! A Scucchia, come here for a bit, tell 
these buffoons a bit about what happened to Barbarone! 


Scucchia approached, ready to say everything he knew generously, and at 
the same time careful not to compromise himself. 


ACCATTONE Were you present, the day before yesterday, when Barbarone 
wanted to do 


that bet with the Sheriff and Mad Peppe? 


Scucchia became worried, anxious to see where this was going. 


SQUEEZE Yes. 


ACCATTONE Did he say that he would eat a kilo of pasta and a bag of 
persimmons and that after a quarter of an hour he would take a bath and not 
do anything? 


SQUEEZE Yes. 


Accattone looked at the others triumphantly, with a grin that crushed his 
face. 


ACCATTONE Aaaaaaaaah! No, he died from indigestion, he died from 
tiredness, that one! When had she ever crossed the river! 
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There was a fat, milky, contemptuous face looking at him: it was that of 
Dry George. 


GEORGIO THE DRY But get it over with! To ignorant! No, you know that 
when someone has eaten, they don't take a bath, more. No, you know that 
the reaction from heat to cold stops the entire digestive system, if it stops 
the circulation of the blood and good night to the musicians! 


ACCATTONE What do you bet that I'm a great guy too and across the 
river, eh? 


And for a while we didn't even eat Dry George right away. That he 
moistened his lips and lowered his eyes as if he wanted to fall asleep: 


GIORGIO THE DRY But go and teach microcephalus, what? are you still 
in the stone age, are you ashamed of them being so backward? 


Half rising on the chair Accattone then angrily removed one of the two 
rings that encrusted his hand with gold. 


ACCATTONE Last night I lost all my money, but this is always the case, as 
a bet! Bet, if you have courage! Bye all language, bye! 


Dry George's face hardened, turned to stone, with his blue eyes congealing. 


GEORGE THE DRY Yes! I bet! I want you to die too! 


Accattone jumped from his seat, and without another word, crossed the 
street: Mommoletto, Alfredino, Luciano Pied d'Oro, the Old Man and 
Giorgio il Dry followed him. 


Others who were there remained sprawled in their chairs, absent, 
disinterested, disgusted. Mommoletto remained a little behind, walking 


crookedly, like a puppet. 


Accattone was glued to the eye of Giorgio il Secco as he walked: 


ACCATTONE And remember, in addition to the ring bet, afterwards, if I do 
it, I'll even spit in your face! 


But Dry George sneered coldly: 
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GIORGIO THE DRY Arisparampali, this breath, which will serve you! 


From a corner, with a bundle of food in his hand, a beardless boy appeared. 
He looked very much like Accattone, blond, like him, with eyebrows so 
blond that they were almost indistinguishable, and full of creaks: in fact 
Sabino was his brother. Giorgio took him head-on: 


GEORGE THE DRY Aho, here you are! Kiss your brother, it's the last time 
you'll see him! 


Sabino didn't answer. He looked annoyed and offended at the gang of 
cronies, who, with his brother in the lead, were going towards a box of one 
thousand and four, which was parked in a wisp of shade. Mommoletto, who 
was always in the queue, gave the little boy a slap: 


MOMMOLETTO 'Namo, come pure tea! I came to ricoje your last will’ 


brother, have you ever seen yourself made universal heir! 'Let's go! 


Sabinus replied hoarsely as he could barely be heard: 


SABINO I have to go to work! 


That? Mommoletto ran away, scandalized, covering his ears, and running 
hunchbacked, so as not to see or hear. 


MOMMOLETTO He blasphemed! He cursed! She joined the others: they 
all got into the millequattro and off they went. 


Here they are, the cronies, inside the dirty caravan of the float eating: and 
the owner, the fat women, some kids who pass by half naked, a dozen cats, 
four or five dogs, and pigeons everywhere... 


Accattone ate like a flood victim, against the rough current of the Tiber. 
Luciano Pied d'Oro addressed him: 


LUCIANO Accepted, but you must give me a thousand lire! But don't you 
pay the clowns before you kill them? 
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He spoke with his mouth full. With his mouth full, his fork held high, 
Accattone chewed, laughed and replied: 


ACCATTONE You want me to give you a crown, yes I'm dark! Eh, a 
thousand lire, whatever you want! In fact, give me a thousand more, take up 
this collection right away, right? 


Alfredino was chewing with an innocent air full of curiosity. 


ALFREDINO But tell me, Accatto, but who are you leaving your woman, 
Maddalena, with? 


ACCATTONE A la Buon Costume! 


They all laughed, disemboweling each other and eating with the swollen 
cheeks of the men from the fountains. Dry George spoke up, hypocritical, 
unctuous: 


GIORGIO THE DRY Jokes aside, to Accatto... You know that I'm an 
educated person, then trust me, leave me your last wishes... How do you 
want him for funeral transportation? 


Accattone chewed at a slower pace, cleaning his greasy mouth with his 
fork: 


ACCATTONE With all his friends behind him laughing, and the first one 
who cries pays for everyone's drinks! 


GIORGIO THE DRY And what do we owe you written on the tomb? 


ACCATTONE « Try it to believe it »! 


And they all laughed again, their noses and butts glistening with escarole 
oil. 


Accattone was solemnly standing on the parapet of the Bridge of Angels, 
with the entire row of angels behind him. He lingered, sculptural. 


Below, the small, massacred beach of Ciriola was full of half-naked 
bacarozze, looking with their noses in the air. All Accattone's cronies were 
there, and, in the middle, a bunch of kids from Borgo Pio and Ponte. A little 
boy shouted towards Accattone, tenderly: 


6 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


A LITTLE BOY Aoh, what are you throwing away with all the gold on 
you? No, do you take off the chain with the bracelets? 


ACCATTONE None! Vojo died like the pharaohs! 


But he still remained still, there against the white sky, standing on the 
marble parapet. He spoke to himself... 


BEG If they want it, the gold, if they have it come fishing! 


He took another look at the small crowd down on the beach and along the 
riverside walls. And he continued to speak to himself, bitterly: 


ACCATTONE We give satisfaction to the people! 


A moment of contemplation, then he slowly, solemnly made the sign of the 
Cross. 


The ringed hand, with the wrist glittering with bracelets, passed over the 
forehead and chest where the gold chain shone. Having made the sign of the 
cross, he threw himself and flew into the river. 


The powerful midday sun was shining. 


In the mad light the companions, with stubs in their mouths, were playing 
cards: Accattone and Alfredino, against Luciano and Mommoletto. In 
addition to the Old Man who was watching, there were also three new 
faces: the Sheriff, Peppe il Folle, and Tremarella. They played in silence, 
tensely. Suddenly Accattone took a look at Giorgio il Secco, as if seeing 
him for the first time, observed him for a moment curiously, then, with 
inspired and irresistible anger, spat in his face. 


Giorgio was taken so by surprise that he was left looking like a fake, with 
poisonous eyes. 


ACCATTONE AND Put some lemon in it, now! 

GIORGIO Dirty, at least you could have warned me! 

ACCATTONE You're not a tycoon anyway, taking a bath doesn't hurt you. 
The digestive system... doesn't work anymore... the blood reaction... But do 


you know who Accattone is? Accattone not even the river takes him away! 


SHERIFF Holy Barbarone protected you... 
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He jumped up suddenly and went to lie down on the edge of the raft near 
the current with his belly in the air. 


SHERIFF Here's how Barbarone was... foaming at the mouth, eyes open... 
His belly was as swollen as a drum... Kill him, he was so ugly! 


He always jumped up and went to sit back on the bench among the others 
who continued to play passively, patiently, mockingly. 


SHERIFF What do you say, who took it, the Barbarone, Jesus Christ or the 
Devil? 


PEPPE THE FOOL They'll argue about it!... Of course, he was a nice 
subject! 


The others had finished the game. Mommoletto was childishly and eagerly 
counting the points, licking his fingertips. 


MOMMOLETTO Of course we lost! I'm playing with a dead man! 
Luciano, the dead man, squinted his little blue eyes and almost sang: 


LUCIANO So handsome! I'm beautiful! I'm unlucky at the game! Let's do 
some diving, come on, let's go! 


He got up, followed by the others, crossed the Noah's ark of the float, 
arrived on the dirty beach with the usual half-naked natives: and the whole 
battery behind, on the dirty sand, along the slobbering current. 


The Sheriff and Accattone proceeded paired in the small group. Suddenly 
the Sheriff stopped: he too looked at Accattone as if for the first time, he 
looked at him for a moment in alarm: then he struck his forehead three or 
four times with the palm of his hand, pam, pam, and his face was inspired 
like that of a saint in the flames of hell. 


SHERIFF A Accatto! Damn the poverty! An see how stupid! I came here to 
warn you that Maddalena crashed a motorcycle, she got hurt... and she's at 
home all wrapped up like a mummy! 


Sbrighete, she's waiting for you, bitch, she's crying like a creature! 


He hit his forehead again, pam, pam. 
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SHERIFF See how stupid I am, I'm really numb: I felt, you know, that I had 
to say something, thank goodness I remembered! 


Accattone turned and immediately ran towards the cabins, guided by the 
Sheriff. 


ACCATTONE But when did it happen! 


SHERIFF Two hours ago... in front of the Due Laurel... if he sees that she 
will have come looking for you! 


Accattone entered the raft, his eyes full of anger. 


ACCATTONE Dirty slut. 


The Ciriola pigeons, frr, frr, were flying around in flocks, frightened. 


A pile of Moroccan houses, four leaf walls and bandone roofs, was sunk 
between plucked vegetable gardens, where the sun was raging. 


Accattone arrived with the millequattro among the huts, on the road 
covered by two palms of dust. And all around dizzying new buildings, 
black and white. 


He got out, passed between two or three little boys, as beautiful as little 
angels, and all ragged, playing in the dust, and entered one of the hovels. 


It was a single room, with miserable peeling walls: almost entirely occupied 
by a single, miserable Latvian. All around it was full of dirty clothes, two 
chairs, a painting of the Madonna, red and blue. 


Maddalena was lying in the middle of the bed with her leg in a sling. 


In the room there was also another woman, as small as a cat, Nannina the 
Neapolitan, with her five children: the youngest she had attached to her tits. 


Both she and her children, as Accattone entered, looked and remained 
silent. 


ACCATTONE 'Mbe'? What did he do? 
MADDALENA Can't you see it? 'These unfortunates! 


ACCATTONE I would like to know what you think about, when you walk, 
where you have it 
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head? Why don't you stay at home? I would like to know that you are going 
around to do Our Lady of Sorrows? You could have stayed at least! Did 
they give you the blow? They had to give it to you better, so I'd get away 
from you! 


MADDALENA I went to the merchant, to bring the thousand lire of the 
installment of the majetta that I bought you! No, do you know that I have to 
bring a thousand lire every morning? 


ACCATTONE What's up with your leg? What, did you break something? 
Did you break the bone? 


MADDALENA But no, it was just a bruise... It was more fear than 
anything else... 


At those words, Accattone's face colored with anger. 


ACCATTONE 'Mbe'? Have you made yourself completely miserable, have 
you made yourself miserable? What, were you afraid you'd lose your leg? 


MADDALENA And what, did I tell the doctor to wrap her up like this? She 
iS 


a sign that there was a need... 


But suddenly from outside, a strange voice was heard calling. 


NEAPOLITE VOICE Nanni! Grandma! 


Nannina, frightened by the fact that someone was calling her, as if she had 
no right to be called, looked around with dismay, to silently ask for 
permission, then went towards the little broken door, hugging the creature 
to her chest, and carrying with her, skirts, all the other children: and he left. 


Under the blinding heat of the sun, the Neapolitan was there laughing, with 
all his dentures exposed, like a blond black man. He was leaning against a 
copper tree, and on the street, curled up against the white walls, two or three 
other companions were waiting for him. 


NEAPOLITAN Hey, Nanni! You are a gold ten-eight female! You are an 
intrepid female! 


NANNINA Ueh, 'on Salvato! 
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NAPOLETANO You don't have to take it, I know trouble happens! Do you 
have milk for the baby? 


NANNINA Don't you go to sleep, 'on Salvato? 


NEAPOLITAN Ah, I have God and anger in my body! 


He looked menacingly, meaning who was inside the house. Then, calmer 
and more benevolent, he turned again to Nannina. 


NAPOLETANO Has your husband written to you? 


Nannina raised her head, pulling it back, with a light smack of her lips, 
silent. The Neapolitan thought it best to console her. 


NEAPOLITAN Eh, I know prison well, Nanni! A lot of worries pass 
through your head, you don't really want to write, you don't have to worry! 
Our Lady sees and provides anyway! Are you staying at the Accattone 
house? 


NANNINA Did I call you? 


NEAPOLITAN Yes, call him, let me know this cartoon man! 


Nannina, frightened, with all her children in her skirts, returned to the 
house. 


He immediately turned timidly to Accattone sitting on the bed. 


NANNINA There's a friend of my husband who wants to talk to you... 


ACCATTONE And who is he? 


Accattone was abrupt and Nannina was trembling. 


NANNINA Don Salvatore, a friend of my husband, from Torre 
Annunziata... 


Maddalena's face went white. 


MADDALENA Oh God, who will it be? Say he wait a minute, Accattone 
comes straight away... 
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Nannina, with the five creatures attacked, humbly resurrected. Maddalena 
was distraught and bad. 


MADDALENA Oh, please, you know, be careful! That's Ciccio's close 
friend! I'm sure that Ciccio sent him here! 


ACCATTONE What do I care! 


He raised his arm, almost singing, bitterly. And he made a move to go to the 
door. 


MADDALENA Yes! That's the biggest pimp in Naples, it doesn't take him 
long to kill a person! He's done a few prisons! 


But Accattone paid her no attention and went out. 


The Neapolitan was there, smiling radiantly, under his blond hair, with all 
the white of his teeth showing, like Saint Michael. 


NEAPOLITAN You are Signor Accattone, huh? 


Accattone looks at him bitterly, thoughtfully. 


BEGGING "Mbe'? 

NEAPOLITAN Very lucky! Salvatore Aringhiello, 'and Torre Annunziata! 
ACCATTONE Pleasure! 

NEAPOLETANO Forgive me if I have been importunate... 
ACCATTONE No, no... 


NEAPOLITAN Aggio came to Rome passing through, for personal things... 
and aggio took advantage of the opportunity to get to know you... 


ACCATTONE You would be Ciccio's friend... 


Accattone had thus interrupted him almost rudely: and this caused a happy 
smile to shine in the Neapolitan's mouth. 


NEAPOLITAN We were born together! Eh, poor Ciccio got bad luck! 
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ACCATTONE Oh, when with thrushes and when with crickets! 


At Accattone's compunction the Neapolitan then had a sudden, grandiose 
surge of gratitude. 


NAPOLETANO I wanted to thank you! You have no heart of gold! 


And he turned towards Nannina, who had remained standing aside under 
the sun that was burning the dust. 


NEAPOLETANO You welcomed and helped this poor daughter, with all 
her children who were dying of hunger! 


ACCATTONE Eh, what does it cost me! A bowl of soup when he's there... 
NEAPOLITAN Can I offer you something? 'A glass of wine, do you drink?’ 
ACCATTONE And why not, let's go! Hello Maddale, Hello Nanni! 


Maddale, be good! To Nanni, look at her, she won't move! I will be right 
back! 


The two moved along the dusty road, dazzled by the sun. 


They approached the small group of the other three or four Neapolitans, 
leaning against the wall: all prison faces, young. 


The Neapolitan introduced them to Accattone one by one, and there were 
many ceremonious and grandiose handshakes. Then they all went together 
towards an abandoned tavern in the middle of the sun. 


After a while they were all very drunk and starry-eyed. The tavern was 
black and deserted, with a single bench like an altar: and behind it an 
innkeeper who looked like a dead man. Two or three small windows looked 
onto a small internal courtyard full of fig plants. In addition to the peers, 
there was a table with four old men playing cards: but two beardless 
youngsters, dragged there by chance due to unemployment, also played 
listlessly. 


Accattone was crying hot tears. And crying he bent over the Neapolitan, as 
if over an old friend. 


ACCATTONE We are all a mass of wretches, we are finished men, they all 
discard us! We're only worth it if we have a thousand lire in our pockets, if 
not 
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we don't feel anything... Even in prison they can't see us! They don't 
consider us men, because we're not good at trying things on our own... 
Today it's better to be a thief than this infamous profession... 


The infected Neapolitan was also deeply moved, got up from his chair and 
staggered next to Accattone, hugging and consoling him. 


NEAPOLITAN Hey, but you're a good guy... don't take it easy... We're in 
the hand of God! 


Accattone returned the hug, still crying: and he patted him and patted him 
on the shoulder. 


ACCATTONE Eh, I had to know you first! 
NAPOLETANO Now we've met, we're friends, right? 


ACCATTONE Here, you see, what happened to Ciccio, your friend, one 
day or another it could happen to me! You know how it was, Maddalena 
met me: you are better than Ciccio, you have a more noble heart than Ciccio 
- she told me - and then Ciccio gives me the moje WITH the five fiji, it 
always leads me . And so she reported him, and Ciccio there he was. 


And he folded his hands as when they are tightened by handcuffs. 


ACCATTONE And Maddalena got involved with me. One day there will be 
someone whose heart is more noble than mine, as long as he says two sweet 
words and he'll buy it, and I'll go and replace Ciccio's place in Reggina 
Coeli! 


NAPOLETANO But no, no, and don't worry about this! You have done a 
holy action, you have hosted the mojera and the children of your friend's 
lover! and God will reward you! 


The door opened: a flash of sun, and in the flash of sun, Balilla, toothless, 
big, red, with Carthage, a young man as slender as a reed. 


BALILLA Accatto, what are you doing with the tears Christ? Not much 
here 
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You move no one, you know! Do you remember the good times when you 
were struggling to beg? You made yourself cry, even the guards felt sorry 
for you! 


ACCATTONE A Balilla! You're finished, too! Here, here, have a drink and 
swallow the pain! 


Balilla and Carthage approached. 


Great presentations, effusions, all gruel and flab. Balilla, after drinking with 
infernal eyes, blurted out winking at Accattone. 


BALILLA Eh, cursed women! First they take you to Heaven... He raised 
his eyes piously to heaven: ...and then... they leave you there! 


He burst out laughing at his unexpected joke. She was still rolling her eyes. 
Then Carthage also looked towards the sky, and sang: 


CARTHAGE Up there among the angels... 


ACCATTONE The fair sex... their dirty souls! Now when I get home, I'll 
show that prostitute off! You reported this friend of mine... 


He hugged the Neapolitan again, wetting him with tears. 


ACCATTONE ... who is the nicest person in the world ... to get with me, to 
ruin me too, this prostitute, who can't have an hour of good! 


The Neapolitan then, full of powerful vitality, almost inspired and warbling, 
with all his shining teeth exposed, began to console him again. 


NEAPOLITAN fiih, don't worry about it, Ciccio is in good hands, in the 
hands of the guardians of the order... You know, our job is such a job, that 
you never know where you wake up, if in bed It's your house, or in your 
room, it's safe!... Oh, by the way, if you could see what beautiful young 
ladies we brought from Naples... Ask them! 


He turned, like a lawyer haranguing, to his three Neapolitan companions: 
who, fired up by the wine, moved their prison faces up and down, with a 
satisfied smile as they testified, as they said yes, yes. 


15 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


NEAPOLITAN One more beautiful than the other... elegant stuff... chic 
stuff... 


Minors! 


The young man, Carthage, was excited, he intervened with irrepressible 
enthusiasm, laughing and breathless as if he were giving good news. 


CARTAGINE A Acatto, a Acatto! You should have stayed with us last 
night! It was us, Tintura, Droga, the whole battery, we towed a bat... 


First we were all charitable, good... We took her for a walk, and then we 
offered her coffee... We put a bottle of pills in the coffee... You have to see, 
she was stuffed... She looked like a lizard without a tail to me... We took her 
to the meadow, and goodbye! Then we caught the fly and even gave him... 
The beatings we gave! You have to see! 


How he cried! As if she were asking for money! Pussa there! I know she's 
still screaming "Oh God, my mother!" » 


But Accattone didn't hear: his head collapsed on the table, and, pale as a 
dead man, he became disturbed, with a moan of nausea and pain. 


Under the blazing sun, Accattone went back to his hut. 


He passed the usual innocent kids, playing, beautiful as little lambs. He was 
disfigured by the wine, his eyes blazing under his disheveled, burnt hair: he 
walked like a dead man, in the midst of that vision of misery and sun. 


He went straight to the door of the hut, opened it wide and entered, stiffly, 
with those fiery eyes. 


Maddalena was there, on the bed, with her leg in a bandage. 


Nannina was there too with her creatures around her like flies on a bit of 
sugar. 


Accattone entered and looked at them. 


MADDALENA What have you done? 


Accattone spat on the ground. 


ACCATTONE What do you care, what have I done? Who are you, my 
mother? 


MADDALENA Aoh, what, did the wine get into your head? You haven't 
found who 
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vent and you come to vent here with me? 


Accattone didn't answer, but he looked at her, with those eyes of his burned 
by a dark fire: he looked at her for a few moments, harboring the idea, the 
claim, the right, the anger. 


ACCATTONE What do you think, that you're not going to work tonight? 
You won't have it in your head to stay here, you know that there's no health 
insurance for you! 


MADDALENA Aoh, ooh! to your beautiful mother! No, you see the state 
I'm in! You think he's a joke, don't you know that I have a broken leg? 


ACCATTONE Broken, you make me laugh, broken! Tonight, you get up 
and go to work, like all the other evenings, the same! You can't live the life 
of a lady, that's your life! What do you think you bought me with that two 
dirty pennies you give me every day? 


Nannina watched, silently, aside, with the smallest creature, a poor, silent 
little lamb, attached to the stern. 


ACCATTONE Because you, me, have ruined me! Because at this time I 
was either a good worker or I was a good thief! I wasn't here! And if you 
don't go to work tonight, I'll break that other leg too, so we'll get it over 
with! 


Nannina's child, lost in his sweet miserable childhood, played with the 
chain that hung around his mother's neck, to which a cross was attached, 
which sparkled in his little hands. 


Maddalena was there, in her place, with the bag clutched in her hand, sour, 
black, and she was looking around. She looked around because she could 
hear loud voices singing, and she wanted to see who it was that was 
singing. 


Here they were up there, the ones for whom life smiled so much: they were 
four youngsters, Carthage, and Laius, Dino, Tommaso - those of the tavern 
clique. All four, descending a short dusty slope, laughed and sang. 


Maddalena, and next to her Amore - sitting on a newspaper on the edge of 
the cliff - were observing the four, frowning. 


As they advanced, the companions stopped next to an old drunk man who 
was sleeping, down there, on some rags and a bit of straw, under the trailer 
of a truck. 
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And what did they do? Carthage had a sudden thought: she stopped singing, 
and, laughing, took out the box of matches, lit one, bent down and set fire to 
the straw and dry rags where the old man slept. 


The other cronies around him were enjoying the scene. 


The flame crackled and widened, the old man woke up, got up dazed and 
frightened, and with his dirty jacket began to hit the fire to put it out - 
resigned. The four around were laughing like dirt. 


Maddalena, however, was disfigured by indignation. And she started 
screaming. 


MADDALENA Ugly ignorant criminals... what harm did that old man do 
to you... I would like them to do it to your father. You really don't have 
another place where he'd scratch his horns, instead he'd come and annoy the 
people who are minding his business! 


CARTHAGE Er fire is purifier! Come and give 'na heated! 


MADDALENA That I could end up like Nero, you and all these bastards 
who are close to you! 


The four, leaving the old man to put out the fire, began to advance again 
and began to sing again. 


Tommaso now had a sprint, and climbed onto a ruin, until he was 
silhouetted against the stars. 


TOMMASO Make me go up here, there's only stink left there! Ah, what 
pure air! 


MADDALENA I would stab everyone, that's what I would do! 


Love then intervened, calm and almost absorbed. 


LOVE Don't get angry, don't get angry! My Fiya, how crazy you are! Look 
there, how you are reduced, with that leg, rather! But whoever did that 
came here, in those conditions! But don't you know that when you're dead, 
no one cries for you? 


At least I did it for you! 


MADDALENA Give me the damn pleasure! Hang yourself by your horns! 
You have had so many friends that have even brought the tears out of your 
eyes! 


Pzt! At least I have one who is better than the square! 
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LOVE St! You will understand! 


MADDALENA Why? Are you saying it's not good? At least this is polite, 
he's a nice guy, young, good... And he loves me! 


But Amore was and remained deeply skeptical. 


LOVE Help me speak, otherwise I'll stop you! In Ilusa, learn to live, do like 
me, who no longer love anyone... and on purpose I call myself Love! 


A car was arriving along the avenue, under the shade of the trees and the 
rays of light from the street lamps. He stopped next to the two. Inside, there 
were three or four people: they were the Neapolitan's friends, plus an 
unknown face, a young scratch. They named Maddalena after a dog. 


THE NEAPOLITAN Look at the light, here it is! 


Maddalena approached the car cautiously and professionally. The faces of 
the four of her looked at her with satisfaction, as she was lit by an internal 
laughter. 


THE NEAPOLITAN Mount! 


Maddalena, why not? Fearlessly, she got into the car, with a quick, rude 
greeting to her colleague. 


MADDALENA Hello, Love! 


Amore remained alone, sour, with eyes as big as eggs, sceptical. The car 
ran, with her carnage inside it. 


MADDALENA What, thirsty Neapolitans? 
THE NEAPOLITAN Don't you like Neapolitans? 
MADDALENA Ah, for me everyone is as good as the other! 


THE NEAPOLITAN Well, I had to mix it up with the Italians, right? 
Neapolitans are special! 
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But the car suddenly slowed down at a bend. Behind a bush there was a 


standing figure. The Neapolitans seemed to recognize who it was, and 
blurted out: 


II NAPOLETAN Ueeeh, paisa! 


The car stopped in front of the man: it was Neapolitan no. I, with all my 
teeth bared, like a black man, with blond hair shining under the street lamp. 


One of the guys in the car opened a door: 


THE NEAPOLITAN Mount! 


The Neapolitan got into the car, in the carnage. And immediately he turned 
his cruel and radiant face towards Maddalena. 


NEAPOLITAN Ueeh, but we know each other, we're old friends! 


Maddalena recognized her husband's friend in prison: and the blood went to 
her heart. 


MADDALENA And who are you? 


NEAPOLITAN But how? Is it possible that you have forgotten? We were 
good friends! Ciccio's friend, the one who lives in Reggina Coeli... Do you 
remember now? 


He was full of infernal friendliness, she was ice cold. 


MADDALENA Let me see better!... Ah yes, yes, you even came to my 
house today! 


NEAPOLITAN Oh, you see that with a little imagination, you got there! 


MADDALENA 'Mbe'" what did you want from Accattone? 


The Neapolitan, once again, lit up completely, as if entranced by a happy 
thought, full of a secret of knowledge and gratitude. 


NEAPOLITAN Enh! Well done boy Accattone! 


MADDALENA But where are we going to go? 
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Once again the power plant inside the Neapolitan area lit up and blazed. 


NEAPOLITAN Eh! Now that you are with these friends of mine, all good 
fellows, who want us crazy, let's go where we have to go! 


The clearing of the Acqua Santa - caves, thickets, mounds - was dark, but 
all around the immense, distant city throbbed, a fixed circle of lights. 


The car went along a dirt track, bouncing: and stopped on a sort of small 
plateau, between the strange and frightening expanse of the Holy Water. 


The Neapolitans began to descend, stretching lazily, stretching like 
malandrina. 


The Neapolitan n. I looked around beaming. 


NEAPOLITAN Ah, what a beautiful place! 


But Maddalena still remained undecided inside the car. The first Neapolitan 
turned to the great roguish forelock of the scratch, who was in the bell. 


NEAPOLITAN Well, Gennari, what are you waiting for? 


Gennarino looked red-faced and locco inside the car, where Maddalena was 
loitering. 


Then he approached the door, turning to Maddalena, who was leaning 
against the back of the car, with her eyes crooked and her beard trembling 
like a frightened child. 


NEAPOLITAN So what? Are you asleep? 
MADDALENA I don't like this place here, it's scary! 
NEAPOLITAN Are you afraid? And what are you afraid of? 


MADDALENA I've never been here, it's full of thugs... and then there are 
the sheepdogs... "Let's go somewhere else!’ 


21 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


The Neapolitan, with a suddenly violent gesture, extends his arm into the 
car, grabs Maddalena by the wrist and brutally pulls her out. 


MADDALENA Ooo, oth, what do you think I'm a beast? Put your hands 
down, I'll come down if I feel like it, you know! 


She gets agitated, tries to free herself like crazy. But the Neapolitan 
suddenly became sweet as honey again, all illuminated by his royal smile. 


NEAPOLITAN Eh, how angry you are right away! Instead of them happy! I 
joked, I'm a bit material! 


Maddalena saw them all around her, disfigured in the shadows, threatening. 


MADDALENA Be good, do it for me, let's go to another place... I'm also 
sick... with my leg, I can't walk... Let's go to another place... 


She now begged them and the Neapolitan was in fact protective, paternal, 
as if inspired. 


NEAPOLETANO And she's good, isn't she? Gennari, take courage... 
Gennarino decisively took Maddalena by the arm and dragged her towards 
the shade. 


GENNARINO Give me your hand, I'll take you... trust Gennarino! 


Maddalena was still undecided, scared. 


The Neapolitan pushed her, almost blessing, from behind, leading her 
towards the darkness, friendly, protective, beneficial. 


NEAPOLITAN Go, go! We're here, don't worry! 


Maddalena follows Gennarino, limping, with a bitter, frightened face. 
A few minutes passed, five, ten. 

The group of Neapolitans had run wild on the dry grass around the car. 
They were silent, tense. 


Only the second Neapolitan hummed softly, lying down, leaning on one 
elbow, with his legs crossed. 
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He hummed, with his gaze lost in the distance among the blue thickets of 
the Acqua Santa, towards the immense circle of the flickering, anguished 
lights of the city. 


His voice was hoarse, murmuring, as if it came from the depths of his 
bowels: but he sang a very passionate Neapolitan song, barely mentioning 
it, but at the same time interpreting it with all his feeling. When the notes 
got too high to sing softly, he sang in falsetto, tightening his throat, and 
wrinkling his forehead. 


It was a song that was a long, strange lament, full of ancient desperation. 


And behold, at the end of the sparse thickets, down from a hill, the two 
shadows of Maddalena and Gennarino returned. 


The third Neapolitan, who had always been silent, like a dead man, said in a 
low and threatening voice: 


IIT NEAPOLITAN Here they are. 


Maddalena approached limping, and all the companions were silent. They 
looked at her, and she wanted to hide her anguish and fear with anger and 
provocation: 


MADDALENA 'Mbe'? 


The second Neapolitan approached her slowly, looking ironically into her 
eyes, and suddenly, violently, as if jokingly, gave her a strange look. 


THE NEAPOLITAN Ueeeh, Maddale! 


Frightened Maddalena tried to protest, with anger, with exasperation: 
MADDALENA What, has your mind turned? But don't you see how I am? 


But how many times do I have to tell you that I'm sick. Come on, come on, 
take me away from here, I don't feel like staying here, either take me away, 
or I'll go away alone! 


The big Neapolitan also approached, followed by all the others. 


NEAPOLITAN But he doesn't care about you! You know what this is like, 
don't you? He's a rude man, he has no grace! 


But suddenly, with sudden fury, he gave her a slap, which made her fall to 
the ground. However, the Neapolitan immediately took her back and pulled 
her onto her. 
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NAPOLETANO Come on, get up! What are you doing? Can't you stand 
up? 


And he gave her another slap on the other cheek, making her fall to the 
ground once again. 


Maddalena started screaming, trying to run away, crawling on the dust and 
dry grass. 


The beating began, punches, slaps, and, finally, with belts, they fell on 
Maddalena, shining white in the moonlight. Then the Neapolitans, running, 
got into her car and started it. Half unconscious, bleeding, Maddalena 
crawled like a wounded beast on the dust and dry grass. 


MADDALENA Take me away! help! help! Don't leave me here alone! I 
won't say anything! 


His voice was weak, like someone who feels faint. The Neapolitans had 
already started the car, and were about to leave, with the wheels slipping in 
the dust. Maddalena clung to the fenders like a beast. 


MADDALENA Help, help! 


For a while she let herself be dragged: then she fell back into the dust, 
voiceless, like a dead woman. 


In the usual little bar with chairs on the street, solitude, peace and the sun 
reigned. 


The usual cronies were bustling on the chairs: Accattone, Giorgio, Luciano, 
Mommoletto, Tremarella, the Sheriff, the Vecchietto, and a new one, 
Renato. 


This Renato's face was disfigured by an immense yawn, which widened his 
mouth like an oven, with all his teeth out, his throat wide open up to the 
uvula. It seemed like he wasn't going to finish anymore: instead he finished 
suddenly, with a sharp snap of his teeth. 


RENATO Italy has awakened! 


And he continued to stretch lazily, starting to speak again with more biting 
sweetness. 
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RENATO A Accatto, how do you feel? I see you all crumpled up! 


ACCATTONE And why? I feel like a citizen... The woman didn't come 
back to me last night! Someone screwed me up! I want to die! 


He had spoken with calm disgust: only the last words he had shouted, as if 
the fly had caught him. 


GIORGIO Hang! 


Luciano looked fixedly at Accattone with his sharp little blue eyes, 
laughing full of wrinkles. 


LUCIANO Laugh, laugh, now you've gambled away your food! What are 
you doing now? Go and rags, go? 


Renato reopened his mouth, in another immense yawn, long, infinite, 
satisfied, ferocious. 


Once the yawn was over, his sleepy eyes looked down, serenely staring at 
something: this something was a very small boy, like a finch, who suddenly 
crouched down, passing under the feet of his comrades dazed on their chairs 
on the pavement, all absorbed, as if the world didn't exist around him. He 
crouched down, and with quick, mechanical, satisfied moves, he drew a 


puppet on the pavement with chalk: a circle, the head: two small circles 
near the ears: an oval, the body, four lines, the legs and the arms. 


ACCATTONE Bartender! Orders! 
BARMAN What do you want? 


ACCATTONE Bring me your sister! 


The little boy, having finished his puppet, got up and started trotting along 
the sidewalk again. 


He walked away, like a little chaffinch, and came across two guys, tall, big 
and slutty, two little scoundrels, dressed half naughtily and half fake. 


The two advanced, eye to eye, towards the little bar. Renato recognized 
them immediately: and looking away, into space, he began to speak as if he 
were singing, barely moving his lips, chanting. 
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RENATO Hold on, good Italians, good men, madam is coming, 
composure... 


Everyone stiffened, immediately understanding Renato's warning. 


The Sheriff stood up, inspired. 


SHERIFF Hello guys, I'm going to church, I'm going to the sacristy quickly, 
Don Leopoldo is waiting for me! HI! 


And he quickly walked away. Meanwhile the guards had reached the bar 
and stopped, looking towards Accattone. One of the two nodded to him. 


THE GUARD Listen! 


Accattone looked at him with a stunned, innocent expression: 


ACCATTONE To me? 


But he immediately resented it, darkening. 


ACCATTONE But aren't you bothered by anything? 


THE GUARD No, no, it's you! Excuse me a minute! 


Accattone, amidst the silence of his companions, stood up and approached 
the guards who in turn had moved away a little from the tables. He was all 
worried, candid. 


ACCATTONE 'Well, what's wrong, something's wrong? 
I GUARD Favor the documents! 


ACCATTONE And who has the documents! I remember my name anyway, 
and what do I do with documents? 


THE GUARD Come with us... five minutes... 
ACCATTONE And why? 
THE GUARD Five minutes, for investigations, away... 


ACCATTONE We are three million inhabitants, in Rome, just about me you 
come to ascertain, and who knows? 
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He turned away from the guards and walked towards the bar. 


ACCATTONE [If you want a coffee! 


But the guard, with a jerk, grabbed him by the arm. 


THE GUARD Come on, let's go, don't be an idiot! 


And he nodded in the distance, towards a car stopped a little further away, 
which was moving towards the bar. 


ACCATTONE And let me have this arm, aoh, put your hand down! 


THE GUARD Don't make a fuss, come on, the sooner you come, the sooner 
you can hurry! 


ACCATTONE No! I'm not coming anywhere! I feel so good here! 


His friends looked at him, sitting on the chairs in the bar, motionless, still, 
as in an ancient mosaic. A small crowd gathered around. 


The guards lost patience as their car approached. They grabbed Accattone 
by force and dragged him towards the car. 


Accattone struggled, with unexpected fury and desperation, freeing himself 
like a snake, kicking, letting himself be dragged like a dead body, and 
screaming in a sort of epileptic fit, which could be heard all the way to the 
buildings behind the houses in Pigneto. 


It was a large, squalid office, with two or three tables full of reports and 
tissue papers: a small table with a typewriter and a map of Rome on the 
wall. 


Accattone was sitting on a chair; at the door, Loffia, there was one of the 
two plainclothes guards. 


The sun filled the large office with an evil light. 
For a while, there was silence. 
Then Accattone, grim, desperate, snapped: 


ACCATTONE Aoh, but do you realize that I've been here for three hours? 
What did I do? Who is it that should question me? He would question me 
and send me home, I'm fed up with being here! What do you want from 
me? You have to tell me that 
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you want from me! I don't bother anyone, and you owe me up there! 


I'm sick too! 


As he spoke he got up and approached the guard, who replied brutally: 


GUARD Be quiet and sit down! You're not at home here! When the marshal 
is comfortable he will call you, don't be afraid! 


ACCATTONE Aoh at ease! I don't want to be at anyone's convenience! 


He was silent for a moment and then rushed towards the door, determined 
to get out. 


ACCATTONE Vojo came out! I can't take it anymore! 


But the guard violently pushed him back. Other guards rushed to the 
commotion, curious and threatening. 


Then Accattone threw himself towards the window. 


He was now gripped by a desperate and blind fury. 


Before they could stop him, he threw himself with clenched fists against the 
window panes, smashed them, massacring his hands. 


They grabbed him by the shoulders, pulled him back. His hands and wrists 
began to bleed. 


And meanwhile he was screaming like a madman. 


BAGATTONE SCREAMS Mum, help me! I'm dying! Hate! Leave me 
alone! 


I didn't do anything! 


He managed to free himself from the hold, and by crawling and rolling on 
the ground, he overturned a table with all the cards. 


They fell on him again, grabbed him again, while he struggled madly, 
screaming. The blood that came out of his hands and wrists soiled his 
clothes and his faces. Everything was stained with blood. 


Maddalena was sitting in a large office at the Headquarters, livid, with a 
face blue with figs, disheveled, silent as a cell. 


Next to him, the commissioner, and all around, guards, ringing, with an 
abstract expression. 
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A door opened, and, led by other guards, three young men entered, 
scoundrels in white blue jeans. 


However, Maddalena's eyes, looking at them, remained expressionless, dull 
and disgusted. 


COMMISSIONER Do you recognize any of them here? Don't be afraid... 


The three, standing there, mischievous, offended. 


Maddalena remained blank, and said no, no, with her head, and then with 
her voice. 


MADDALENA No. 


The three, triumphant, were then sent away. 


Three more entered, still led by guards: almost identical to the first, with 
white blue jeans, same tufts, same razor cuts, same faces baked by the sun, 


by poverty. 


This time too, Maddalena remained there concentrated, passive, as if 
lifeless. 


COMMISSIONER These? 


Maddalena shook her head vigorously, saying no, no. 


Some time passed. 
Sweat, sweat. Maddalena was there. 


Others entered, always the same as the previous ones: blue jeans, t-shirts, 
knife faces... Only this time one of the three was Carthage. 


Seeing him enter, Maddalena stood up like a viper. 


COMMISSIONER Here! I recognize it! One is this! The other two too! 
These are these! 


COMMISSIONER Are you sure of what you're saying? Look carefully. 


COMMISSIONER Yes, that's them! I saw their faces clearly! Especially 
this one, Carthage. Yes, yes, I know them! 


Carthage looked at her darkly, with fury. 


CARTHAGE Aoh? Of what? Let me understand something! What do I 
know? Dear Sir, please explain to me, what happened? I have not done 
anything! 
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COMMISSIONER So you really saw carefully, are you sure it's them? 
MADDALENA Yes, I swear on my mother, I know them! They ruined me! 


Wretches! What have I done to you at least! They massacred me for no 
reason! They made me die! 


CARTHAGE AND THE OTHERS Don't listen to her! That's crazy! It's the 
first time I've seen her at that! Aoh, sir, but look at me carefully, you're 
ruining me... 


But the commissioner soon put an end to the wild protests. 


COMMISSIONER Take them out, go! 


CARTHAGE Dear Marshal! I swear to you! I didn't do anything! 


COMMISSIONER Now we'll see if you did anything or not! 
Wretched CARTHAGE M'arovini! I'll kill you if you hurt me. 


unconscious! 


And, struggling desperately, he disappeared into the darkness of the little 
door. 


A little more later. 


Maddalena was sitting there: but agitated now, all vibrant, like a 
madwoman. 


Three more entered: always the same. 


COMMISSIONER Is the fourth among them? 


Maddalena proudly uncovered her disheveled head again: 


MADDALENA No, no, he's not among them! He was a big, half-red-haired 
brute... 


COMMISSIONER So you're not among them? 


MADDALENA No, no! 
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The inspector nodded, and the three went out. Maddalena wildly awaited 
the next ones. And as they entered, her eyes stared at them brightly, 
confidently. 


COMMISSIONER These? 


MADDALENA No! 


And these three were also brought out; with the tired walk, patient of the 
good ones. 


MADDALENA Be careful to recognize your attackers well... If someone 
turns out to be innocent, you'll run into trouble, be careful! 


MADDALENA I'm not crazy! I don't recognize them now. They spent half 
an hour with me, beating me up, now I don't recognize them anymore! 


Three others immediately entered: among these, there was Accattone. The 
three advanced to the middle of the room, and made themselves observed: 
Accattone was perfectly calm and distracted. 


COMMISSIONER These? 


MADDALENA No! 


COMMISSIONER He hadn't said that one of them was a half-ass... red... 


Accattone waited patiently, with his blond hair, among the other two 
criminals. 


MADDALENA No, no, he's not among them! 


The three, including Accattone, were let out, blindly. And Maddalena's eyes 
followed them, as one sees the apparition of a dream disappear. 


Accattone headed towards the little bar full of the usual clique. He was in 
an undershirt, and everything glittered with the usual gold: the chains, the 
bracelet, the watch, two rings... 


Arriving next to the clique, he immediately confronted them: 
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ACCATTONE Aoh, who's going to buy this ring if he wants it? 


And he took a ring off his finger, showing it. 


Among the clique, there was Carthage, who confronted him badly. 


CARTAGINE Oh, Accatto, explain something to me! 
ACCATTONE 'Mbe'," have they released you? Are you already away? 


CARTHAGE No, I'm in jail for your girlfriend's beautiful eyes! The fact is 
that if all those guards hadn't been there, they would have bitten me off, this 
murderous slut! 


ACCATTONE Well, what do you want from me? What, did I report you? 
"N more 


they'll jail me too! And thank God that you're safe! And enjoy this freedom! 


CARTHAGE But did you really come to report me? What do I know about 
an orphan? 


ACCATTONE And what do I know, me! You will be unpleasant! If you see 
that the blows have been given to my head! They did well in menaje! In 
fact, it's a shame they didn't kill her, that idiot! 


At this point Luciano entered into the beautiful dialogue, laughing with 
vitriol in his eyes. 


LUCIANO Laugh, laugh, Accatto? Slander and forgery of public 
documents! The minimum is two years: can you magnify yourself, Accatto, 
for two years? Would you like some soup from Le Mantellate? 


But Accattone didn't get the joke: he looked around again, showing the ring, 
with his arm raised. 


ACCATTONE So, who's buying this ring? Come on, I'll put it up for 
auction! 


RENATO How much do you want? 


ACCATTONE I paid fifteen thousand lire for it, and I'm selling it for half 
that! Seven thousand! 


Giorgio stood up and, with a slapping air, took it and looked at it. 
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GIORGIO Do you want these five thousand lire? At least go eat! 


ACCATTONE Come on, give me six thousand lire! Tie! Enjoy! 


Giorgio, still with a slapping air, took the ring and paid. A profound, almost 
happy prophetic inspiration struck Renato. 


RENATO Oh! You have fallen from grace! Now who saves you anymore! 
Not even penicillin! 


Everyone, Fulvio, the Old Man, Luciano, the Sheriff, Mommoletto, 
Tremarella, giggled, wrinkling their faces, squinting their eyes. 


Renato resumed, biblically: 


RENATO Listen, Accattone, what the prophet tells you! Today you'll sell 
the ring, tomorrow the chain, in seven days the watch, and in seventy-seven 
days you won't even have eyes for tears! 


ACCATTONE 'Mbe', just as the Gospel says? It is easier for a camel to go 
through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to go to heaven! 


RENATO Hey, this luck too! 


On a miserable street, surrounded by shacks, old houses, full of ragged 
children, under a furious sun, there was a sad, desolate bell ringing to death. 


Accattone advanced along the street, dazed by the sun. 

He was just a beggar, in an undershirt - without a shirt - with dusty trousers. 
The large gold chain was no longer there around his neck. 

There wasn't even a ring left on his fingers. 

There was no longer a bracelet or watch on his wrist. naked as a worm. 

She walked down the street, empty, blinded, under the bell ringing to death. 


Balilla, next to a small fountain, was washing a bunch of grapes, all 
hunched over and shabby, an old-fashioned old scratch. Accattone passed 
by him without seeing him and meanwhile the bell continued to ring. 


Balilla took it off and made the sign of the cross, with a short bow, as if the 
dead were passing by. Then, worried: 
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BALILLA Oooh, look, the cemetery is on that side! 


ACCATTONE Greet me! 


And he continued on his way, dejected. 


Balilla took it and followed him, eating his bunch of grapes. 


ACCATTONE Look, I still don't need accompaniment. 


Get out! 


BALILLA And what happened to one thousand four? Did you sell it to 
yourself? 


Accattone did not answer. He continued down his street. 


BALILLA And all the gold you had, where 1s it? 


And Accattone kept quiet. 


BALILLA I'm just like a beggar. What a bad end. Long live the face of us 
thieves! We always knew when to attack... We just need to reach out, we 
always pyamo... 


BEGGING Yes, the prison years! 


BALILLA Remember, Accatto! We are all born with a vocation! I was born 
with the instinct to be a thief, and here I am... and you were not born with 
the instinct to be a father, but a beggar, and here it is! 


Balilla's words were heartfelt, full of poetry. But Accattone snapped: 


AGGATTONE Oh, you didn't have anything to do today? Are you coming 
to pat me on the chest? And he's going to kill her on the other side! I was so 
damn good, me! 


BALILLA Arienter within you, Accatto! Remember that unemployment 
does not exist for thieves! 
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But then a little dog emerged from behind a wall, and Balilla crouched 
down to pet it. 


Accattone didn't notice that Balilla had remained behind, and as he 
answered him, he walked around talking to himself like a madman. 


ACCATTONE A Balilla! Lucky you for being so confident! In fact, look 
how many thieves have become rich! But let me lose, go away! Can you get 
it into your head that the war period has passed? Today there are more 
guards than civilians! As soon as you step out of your house, they'll put you 
in prison! But can't you see what the police commissioner is doing? 


But he suddenly realized that Balilla was no longer next to him, he was far 
away, crouched with the dog. 


Then, angrily, he spat on the ground, his face disfigured. And the bell rang. 


After taking a few more steps, there was the little funeral, passing, black, at 
the end of the incandescent gut of the road. A few people one by one 
behind. And the cross, the cross that swayed against the white sky and the 
dilapidated walls of the huts. Accattone turned right down an equally 
miserable street, leaving behind two fat, pale women who were crossing 
themselves, he walked quickly under the ringing of the bell that never 
stopped. 


And, after walking a few dozen more metres, he arrived near his 
destination... 


He stopped and looked at one of the little houses along the road, poor, but a 
little 


less desperate with a small vegetable garden in front, scorched by the sun. 


On the dust, in front of that house, there were two boys, about two or three 
years old, innocent, alive and dirty as puppies. 


Among these there was one, which Accattone immediately approached and 
looked at. 


ACCATTONE TO Jaio! Come here. Don't you know me? 


The boy looked at him, enchanted, without recognizing him at all. 


ACCATTONE I am that poor soul of your father! Don't you recognize me? 


The boy, always trusting, naive, cute as a puppy, looked at him, leaving the 
bottles he was playing with on the ground on the dust. 


35 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


ACCATTONE Damn! Does your mother leave you walking around like 
that, with your ass exposed? 


Huh? But do you know that you're a man? Come here, give your father a 
golden kiss! 


He bent down to let his son give him a kiss, but just at that moment an old 
man came out of the door of the house, a tough, white-haired, ferocious 
bruno who immediately struck Accattone's nerves. 


FATHER-IN-LAW What did you come here for? 


ACCATTONE Aoh, carmete! Why did I come to take away your plate of 
soup? Where is that good woman de mi' moje? 


FATHER-IN-LAW Where is he? It's time to earn bread for your son! And 
now, go away, because the less you see, the better you feel! 


ACCATTONE I understand, go! 


He turned his back and began walking again, grimly. 


ACCATTONE The rebirth family! 


FATHER-IN-LAW 'This criminal, infamous! 


Accattone continued without turning, while his father-in-law continued to 
scream from the little door like a rabid dog. 


FATHER-IN-LAW The day will come when someone will kill you, 
criminal! 


Accattone, in response, inspired, began to sing an old song: 


Lemon blossom 
but who will this good young man be? 


a commoner or a great lord! 


He continued on, blessed by the sun: and the bell continued - distant, faint, 
but fierce - to ring to death. 


A few minutes later, Accattone approached a miserable clearing, between 
the houses, a little further up. 


He was still humming the same song under his breath: 
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Lemon blossom 
but who will this good young man be? 


a commoner or a great lord... 


He was silent and observed. 


Around the clearing, all dust and burnt grass, there were other houses, stubs 
of walls, piles of rubbish, with some warehouses of rusty strips. 


There, under the sun which made them sparkle like embers, there were six 
or seven mounds of bottles. 


Some women were understanding them: Coca Cola bottles with Coca Cola 
bottles, Chinotto bottles with Chinotto bottles. 


A van loaded them and took them away, driven by two scoundrels, shining 
with sweat, in undershirts. 


A woman, hunchbacked nearby on the pile of bottles, spotted Accattone. 


He then turned towards a young woman, far away, who was working, and 
had next to her, on a torn blanket, a one-year-old creature, in the miserable 
crooked shade of a fig tree. 


WOMAN Come up! Ascensa, do you see who's there? That handsome man 
of your husband! 


Ascensa looked, making a wink with her hand, became gloomy, and began 
working bent over again, without answering anything. 


Accattone however turned to the nameless woman who was working there, 
in the glitter of the bottles. 


ACCATTONE Aoh, how long until you leave here? 


WOMAN Any moment... We've been fighting with these bottles since this 
morning until six o'clock... 


Accattone yawned. 


ACCATTONE I know misfortunes happen... 


Still yawning, he moved away a little from the woman and her pile of 
bottles, to take refuge under a crumbled wall. And there he prepared to wait 
for Ascensa to switch off. But immediately his greedy eyes were attracted 
by something, by something among the bottles.., 
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She was a young woman, blonde, large, but who looked like a little girl: 
perhaps yes, she was a prankster. 


He worked on his dirty bottles, with great patience and sweetness. 


Accattone observed her, partly to pass the time, partly because he was 
interested in that kind of good-natured girl, made with honey. 


ACCATTONE Tough job, huh? 


The girl didn't seem to have any intention of answering: she looked at him 
up and down then said with a humble smile: 


STELLA It's all a matter of habit... And then when you need it, you don't 
just stand by, just work... 


Accattone, amazed by that complete and sincere response, resumed his 
conversation with greater confidence and ease. 


ACCATTONE But do they pay you well, at least? 
STELLA Eh, he died of hunger anyway 


She continued to work, under the black heat of the sun. He took out a 
cigarette and smoked, dejectedly. 


ACCATTONE But she must not have worked here for long... I've never 
seen her... 


STELLA Yes, it's not long... just a month... 


With a jerk, Accattone stretched like a leopard. 


ACCATTONE Well, he would know that I'm going to Italy! 


Accattone's outburst fell on deaf ears. She humbly continued to work. 


ACCATTONE Yes, you have to see! Yet Lincoln freed the slaves E 


instead in Italy they put it there! We just need them to put the ball at our 
feet! Ah, with a machine gun in my hand, blessed is he who remains 
standing! 


38 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


This time too his poisonous words fell on deaf ears. Stella continued to 
work humbly. 


ACCATTONE What's your name? 


Stella looked up at him. 


STAR Star. 


ACCATTONE I'm Vittorio, nice to meet you! Eh, Stella, Stella... Show me 
the path! 


Stella giggled a little embarrassed at that shot. Accattone insisted. 


ACCATTONE Teach 'St'Accattone what the right path is... to get to a plate 
of pasta and beans... 


STELLA Are you hungry? 
ACCATTONE Well... no hunger... a little hungry... 


STELLA 'Well, it's midday... It's your time! 


Accattone was silent for a while, observing her more closely, intrigued. 


ACCATTONE But tell me... I seem so naive... little girl... so good, without 
malice... well, I don't know either, explain to you... But aren't you from 
Rome? 


STELLA Yes! 


ACCATTONE Well... strange! And yet... Boh... Well, lucky you who don't 
understand anything! 


And he sighed bitterly. 


Stella looked at him, still stirring her dirty bottles, and smiled, embarrassed, 
innocent. 


Around midday the women left work. Accattone waited 


39 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


Climb up the road, to the point where the view comes. 
The women moved away under the sun: Stella mixed with them... 
Ascensa instead arrived among the last, with the small child on her arm. 


He arrived and passed Accattone without looking at him. But Accattone 
followed her. 


ACCATTONE Look, I was waiting for you... I have to talk to you... 


Ascensa didn't answer. 


ACCATTONE So? Haven't you seen me? 


Ascensa continued to walk, lengthening his pace, on the burning dust. 


ACCATTONE Do you want to stop, yes or no... I have to talk to you... 
What do I need stamped paper, now, to talk to you? 


Ascensa still held back, silent and defiant. Instead Accattone lost a little of 
her determination, and her face was almost pitiful. 


ACCATTONE What, are you praying like a saint? 


Only at these less harsh words did Ascensa snap, furious: 


ASCENSA We have nothing to say, you and I! Everything we had to say, if 
we have already said, enough! You owe me up there lose! 


Let me live my life, for me, and you live your life! 
BEGGING And don't scream! Carmete, don't do the thing, the tragedy! 


ASCENSA But in short, you're leaving! I'm not talking to you! I have 
nothing to share with you anymore! Get out! 


ACCATTONE But she's not being a little girl! At least you hear my 
reasons! 


ASCENSA I didn't want to hear anything! I know what you want anyway! 
But there's no tripe for cats here! Aripija the road and go! 


ACCATTONE Look, I don't know who came to beg, I know! If I want, I 
know how to fix it, for myself and for others! I don't need anything from 
anyone that you put in your head! 
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ASCENSA Arimedi yes, great! Shame on you, at least! You say it, how can 
you fix it like a magna! But do me a favor, go away, you haven't been good 
to yourself, to me or to your boyfriend! And are you coming back here 
now? There's no plenty here, you know! 


Don't make me repeat it again, go away! 


ACCATTONE In Ascensa, listen... I know, I was a fool, I know, I made a 
mistake... but give me a way to fix it, let me see what I'm worth... 


I've been fed up with this life... This will work now... I'm looking for a job... 
You know, it's not easy to find... I have the intention... 


Meanwhile they had arrived in front of Ascensa's house. Iaio was still there 
playing with the bottles in the dust, seeing his mother, he ran towards her, 
clinging to her skirt. But Ascensa didn't even look at him, furious at her 
husband. 


ASCENSA Yes, I believe you... It was the only mistake in my life, the one 
you should believe! Rise before my eyes! 


Accattone lowered his eyes to his son and spoke to him. 


ACCATTONE A boy, do you see how bitter your mother 1s? There's not 
even a bit of conscience... I want you to grow up without a father... 


But behold, the little door of the house opened, ramshackle, and the father- 
in-law reappeared: this time his brother-in-law was also behind him, a piece 
of shit like a rock. This immediately turned badly to Ascensa. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW What is this man looking for? What do you want? 


Ascensa answered him by entering the little garden in front of the house, 
bold, mean. 


ASCENSA What do you want, what do you want! I want to keep it! Mo is 
left with no one left, and here we are, you understand, with the hope of 
magna on our shoulders! 


The brother-in-law instead took a few steps across the one and a half meter 
garden towards Accattone. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW Look, at trucidone, you have to get it into your head 
forever that you have to forget about it here... otherwise one day or another 
you'll find someone who will break your horns... this isn't the Circolo San 
Peter! 
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Now Ascensa was at the door, with her children, next to her sick and 
furious father: Accattone and her brother-in-law were opposite on the street. 
A few people were starting to come to the doors and windows, looking 
around. It was above all the father-in-law who attracted attention, hoarsely 
clacking. 


FATHER-IN-LAW Rascal! Tramp! 


ACCATTONE How cute you are, aoh! The rescue of the thugs! 


He had said these words while singing, not with much conviction, however. 


The brother-in-law became even more furious: there were already many 
people around, black in the sun, watching. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW Ah, you think you're joking, eh! I'm a leftover from 
prison, you're nothing else! 


I'm just going to present your face here! Get out! I don't even want you to 
see your face, you boy! I don't want you to be ashamed of having had a 
father like that! 


Accattone suddenly lost his mind: he had swallowed too much. Screaming 
and drooling, as if seized by convulsions, he threw himself on his brother- 
in-law, before he realized it, before people imagined it. He threw himself on 


top of him and clung to him, groaning and gasping in anger. He tried to bite 
him, like a dog, on the neck, on the ears. The brother-in-law, stronger, 
struggled, but was unable to free himself from the desperate grip. 


The people, especially the young men, then threw themselves on the two, 
trying to separate them: but Accattone was as if glued to his brother-in-law, 
it was impossible to detach him, while he continued to try to bite off his 
ears and his nose. 


The two remained thus attached, as one body, standing, still, moaning, 
growling. 


A more violent shake from the brother-in-law, to free himself, made them 
both fall to the ground: and so they continued to roll, still huddled together, 
on the dust. 


For two, three minutes, they remained like that, without speaking, only 
growling like animals, resisting the jerks of the neighbors who tried to 
separate them. 


But suddenly the father-in-law, with bloodshot eyes, disappeared into the 
black hole in the door, and after a moment he resurrected with a kitchen 
knife in his hand. 
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ASCENSA Stop, dad! Help help! Give us a hand, stop them! 


Three or four young men threw themselves at the old man, who was 
brandishing the cutlass, and managed to hold him down: he too did not 
speak, he only looked with mad hatred at what must have been his victim, 
and shook himself to free himself and go and slaughter him. Finally, also 
due to the arrival of two new, stronger young men, Accattone and his 
brother-in-law were separated; but with such violence that Accattone fell, 
rolling to the ground and hitting his forehead against the edge of a crumbled 
wall. He immediately began to bleed. 


But this time, as he felt free from the grip of his friends, it was his brother- 
in-law who threw himself on top of him, bleeding: starting to punch him 
again. 


But Accattone clung to him again, desperately, like a leech. 


They stood together again, as before, and again, together, they rolled in the 
dust, growling. 


And the father-in-law always there, knife in hand, struggling with his weak 
strength, staring at the one he wanted to slaughter. The young men finally 
managed, for the second time, to detach Accattone and his brother-in-law. 
AND 


five or six of them dragged their brother-in-law into the house, without 
letting him escape and trying to calm him down. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW I'll kill you! I'll spit blood on you, you bastard! I put 
my heart in your hand, I put you! Leave me, I'll kill him! Leave me! 


FRIEND Tiette, to Giova! Let him lose! 


BROTHER-IN-LAW I'll meet you anyway, you know! And this time you 
won't be saved like this! I'll straighten out those rotten bones for you! Leave 
me, leave me! 


Accattone, white with dust and red with blood, was slowly moving away, 
silent, along the sun-scorched street. 


Three people up there were watching him, and he could hear his brother-in- 
law's voice shouting behind him. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW Leave her alone, my sister, you know! Forget it my 
sister! Pimp! 


At that last insult, even under the white dust and the red blood, Accattone's 
face filled with shame, anger and pain. 
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But he continued walking without looking back, transfixed from behind by 
the gazes of the people. 


BROTHER-IN-LAW Pimp! Pimp! 


Accattone continued to walk, wiping the blood that dripped from his eye, 
silent. 


In an alley perpendicular to the street of the little bar, there was a parking 
lot for the vans. 


A great peace, a great silence, a great sweetness, under the sun that beat 
down calmly. 


The vans were lined up motionless, ramshackle, with their rusty sheet metal 
and their oriental shapes... 


Inside one of these vans, Accattone was sprawled on his back. 


He was even more miserable, all dusty, with a pair of white rubber shoes, a 
dirty undershirt. He looked collapsed: he was lying there abandoned like a 
dead body. 


And then Giorgio passed by, snobbish, his watery blue eyes full of malice. 
Who knows where he was going. 


GIORGIO He speaks badly of you, eh, Accatto! Damn, you changed 
overnight! 


Accattone didn't answer, looking up with bleary eyes. 


GIORGIO And when will you make those beautiful dinners again! Of ten, 
fifteen people, in Fiumicino, everyone in spades! Fish soups, seafood! You 
remember her! It's a dream, it is! When will those times return! 


Accattone, pale, responded by barely moving his mouth 
ACCATTONE Aaaaah, but they haven't jailed you yet? And go away! 


GIORGIO There's a bit of chatter going on in Accatto, what do I know 
about Gio who isn't great... 


But it's true? 


ACCATTONE But look, if I vomit on you I'll make a big deal for a week! 
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GIORGIO Then you're a tycoon! Are you OK! And I felt so sorry for 
myself that I was hungry... | wanted help from you... but when it's like this, 
aoh... thank Jesus Christ! 


He continued on his way, drooping and solemn. Then he whirled around, 
careful, thoughtful 


GIORGIO You want a digger soda! 


ACCATTONE Ugh! And go away! 


In fact, Giorgio left and Accattone was left alone again, belly up, exhausted 
from fasting. 


A dog approached him, a black dog, and, silently, Accattone, with a certain 
affection, caressed him, squeezed his muzzle and played with him a bit. 


And meanwhile he spoke to him with the dull voice with which a beast 
speaks. 


ACCATTONE Well, what about you? Well, lucky you, you can eat even 
bones! 


Dirty! 


But the dirty little dog took it and went away as soon as it came: Accattone 
followed it with his eyes as it went away, and crossed paths with Renato, 
the Sheriff, and a new one, Cipolla, who were advancing, also weak and 
mangled like dogs. under the sun. As soon as they were in front of a rushed 
Accattone, without many compliments, without wasting any time in 
between, the Sheriff blurted out: 


SHERIFF A Accatto, we were so hungry that I didn't even swear! 


ACCATTONE You'll understand, come and tell me! I've been missing for 
two days! 


RENATO Armenian is a fakir from Burma who pays him to do these 
performances! They don't give us anything... 


ACCATTONE And let's get organized! We are three brains here, it's 
possible that I don't want to put up a pile of pasta and beans! 


Cipolla was inspired, he became intoxicated. 
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ONION Ah, pasta and beans! But what is it? Ah, what a sweet word! 


SHERIFF Aoh, come on! Movemose! If I stay another half hour without 
eating, here, I'll be out in the sun! 


Accattone jumped out of the van and, for an instant, remained motionless, 
closing his eyes due to his dreams. 


RENATO Ariisti, Accatto, who will soon become great! Laugh! 
ONION Aoh, I'm the one! 
SHERIFF You'll understand, we're rich! 


RENATO I'm going home and stealing a kilo of pasta from the Pontifical 
Assistance! 


It's good you know! 
ONION I believe you, these days! 


ACCATTONE Come on, come on, come on, let's not waste time! I'll give 
you two hundred lire, to Cipo! Go and buy five sausages, a little oil and a 
little preserves and a little bread! 


ONION Aoh, the taxi is better now, go ahead and buy it! 


ACCATTONE Come on, it's funny! You are pitied by the baker! Act a little 
no! Then your father's little boy passes by and pays! 


ONION Yes, my father pays! If he finds me he'll hang me! 


The Sheriff rolled his eyes, putting his head in his hands, biblically: 
SHERIFF Aoh, but isn't there a patron saint for the hungry? Who is? 


If you're interested, let us know! Please give me two thousand lire! 


The four walked quickly, hopefully along the deserted sidewalk. 


Renato had the package of flour in his hand; the Onion the packets with 
bread, sausages and preserves. 


They chatted, walking, all tense. In the lead was Cipolla, who was shaking 
the packet of sausages and singing: 
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Colonel, I don't want bread 

I want a kilo of pasta 

I'm sure I love it all 


I won't leave even a single thread... 


The Sheriff sang after him. And here is the dirty dog from before, attracted 
by the smell of sausages. 


RENATO You like sausages, eh! Get away, otherwise I'll take care of you 
too! 


Then he held up the package of flour from the Pontifical Assistance: 


RENATO Yet do you see it? If there weren't any priests, there was no fuss 
today! So, read what is written here: "Pontifical Assistance for needy 
families". 


ACCATTONE Long live the clergy... and whoever created them! 


They walked courageously towards the nearby destination... 


The four arrived, still smiling with hope, in front of the miserable door of 
Fulvio's house, and began to call him. 


ACCATTONE To Fulvio! To Fulviooo! 


Having said that, Fulvio appeared, climbing the ladder that led to the 
basement. 


He laughed when he immediately saw them, with their toothless mouths 
and a face that was that of the skeleton of a bird. 


FULVIO What is it? 
ACCATTONE Turn on the gas 
FULVIO Aoh, you decided to kill me! 


ACCATTONE You owe us a courtesy to Fulvio! You have to give us a 
minute on the stove, because if we cook this kilo of pasta, here! We're 
hungry! 


FULVIO Come on! Hurry up, go! The stove is free anyway. We too, we 
didn't cook, we didn't have anything to eat! 


RENATO Ah, come well! But what is it, Universal Fasting! 
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FULVIO Oh, I'm not taking the bread out of your mouth, you know! Come 
on, come on, let's cook this thing, come on! 


He went down the dingy staircase followed by his companions: 


FULVIO TO Celesteeee! 


And behind that war cry, that midday siren, they entered the cellar. 


They entered the basement. A single room - like Maddalena's - 


'a little bigger: a single Latvian, three or four ramshackle furniture, two 
snotty kids. 


His wife, Celeste, was outside in the courtyard. 


FULVIO Cook these guys some of this stuff! 


Celeste entered, saw them, was silent, went to the stove: Renato approached 
and lit it with the cigarette lighter. 


RENATO Fry the pan, because the owner is a dirty girl! 


Celeste went to get the flashlight and filled 1t with water from the bucket. 
Everyone was in great spirits, cheerful and sad. 


CIPOLLA A Catatto, who would you choose, a steak or Miss Universe! 


ACCATTONE What questions should you ask? 


Suddenly the Sheriff started and took a saucepan from Celeste's hands. 


SHERIFF I'll make the sauce! House Specialties! Er Sugo to the hungry! 


He approached the stove, with the pan, unpacked the sausages, which were 
two, the tomato, the jar of oil. Fulvio meanwhile, with melted eyes, was 
doing the honors of the house. 
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FULVIO Sit down! Don't bother! 


Everyone sat down, red, laughing and a little embarrassed, on the bed. 


Accattone actually stretched out on his belly in the air, blissful. 


ACCATTONE Yet what is hunger? A vice! It's all an impression! Ah, if 
only they hadn't gotten used to eating as kids! 


He took one of Fulvio's two sons who was there on the bed by the belly and 
made him tickle. The little boy started laughing and laughing. 


By the way! 'Mbe'? Who attacked you for the vice of magna, this starving 
father of yours? 


The little boy laughed and laughed. 


Renato burst out laughing too, with a mocking laugh, the caricature of a 
laugh: 


RENATO A Accatto, do you remember that time when we stole money 
from a blind man to make a big deal? 


They all laughed. Cipolla laughed even louder, and, suffocated by laughter, 
also said this to him: 


ONION And that time we sold your father's dentures! 


Everyone laughed, laughed, busting their guts with laughter, together, with 
their mouths wide open and their eyes shining, they laughed, laughed. 


The time it takes for a pot of water to boil had passed. And in fact the pot 
was boiling: now it's time to put the pasta down. 


Everyone was around the stove for the delicate operation. 


ONION To Cele, hurry up, otherwise here we will end up like those of the 
Nuremberg trials! 


Accattone observed, with critical detachment, the pasta that Celeste put in 
the pot: and the two sausages on the pan. Then, suddenly, he quickly put a 
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hand on Fulvio's shoulder, and nodded to him. The two moved away a little, 
on the bed. 


ACCATTONE A Fu’, are you making holes in those? Don't you think there 
are too many eight for a kilo of pasta? 


Fulvio quickly grasped: 


FULVIO And how do we make holes in them? 
ACCATTONE Pzt! And what do I want? Now you're starting to offend us, 
you're calling us starving, miserable people... give us no moral slap... Then 


I'll stop! 


Those people are full of vinegar, and they go away... And we eat all the 
pasta... 


He laughed, low, low, masking the words. Then she shouted: 


ACCATTONE Calli! 


The two approached the group busy around the pile, as the forehands 
approach the gagei. And Cipolla, naive like a child, who thanked Fulvio... 


ONION A Fu’, they'll make a monument for you, for what you're doing! 
You saved four Italians! 


Fulvio immediately began the scene. 


FULVIO If, a monument! In this world, the more good you do, the more 
kicks in the face you get! 


Renato was immediately intrigued by Fulvio's sudden rude tone. 


RENATO Aoh, who did you take that for? We are good Christians, you 
know! We have it, gratitude! And if one day you have a bad time, we won't 
deny you a bowl of soup, don't worry! 


FULVIO Yes, little pigs! But if I'm without a meal, I stay inside my house, 
and I don't go to other people's houses to beg! 
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ACCATTONE Aoh, but you're offending us a bit too much! After all, 
you're doing us a courtesy! 


FULVIO No! I'm here to give you alms! 


A sad grimace of disgust boiled like a deep stain on the Sheriff's face. 


SHERIFF What alms, aoh, to miserable! 


FULVIO Look what you have to see! Four young men your age who are 
still not good enough to be remedied by magna? Of course it's a real shame! 


SHERIFF Look who's talking about hunger! Yesterday you moje told me 
that you ate the kids' soup! But get it over with! 


FULVIO Yes! And I'll take it back to the police station! I know you're a spy 
anyway! 


What, you think I don't know! 


The Sheriff became ugly: every residue of laughter fell from his eyes, and 
he looked intently at Fulvio: 


SHERIFF Aoh, let me understand: are you joking or are you serious? 


FULVIO Are you kidding? But it's just general gossip! Everyone does! 


The Sheriff immediately started to throw himself at him, with his usual 
unpredictable outburst: Accattone held him back, speaking first to him and 
then to Fulvio. 


ACCATTONE But don't listen to this poor idiot who's got hunger in his 
head! What do you think, that we are worthless? We still have some pride 
left, you know! We are also capable of giving up on it, and by giving 
charity, with 


our pasta! 


FULVIO Pride! Look who's talking about pride! What is your pride, the one 
that gives you money from women? But do you know that even in Reggina 
Coeli the pimps are 


discarded by everyone? 


With a new sprint, the Sheriff came flying towards the door. Cipolla looked 
at him bewilderedly, over the boiling pile. 
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ONION Aoh, what are you doing, aoh? 


BEGGATOR Yes, that's right! Let's all love it! Famojela magna to him, the 
pasta, to 'this boy! Namo, go! 


Accattone said these words with exalted violence and resolutely followed 
the Sheriff who was already at the door. All four came out with their knife 
faces, hollow with weakness. Only Cipolla cast back a look of bitter regret. 


The four faces of fasting in the sun: the cronies were sprawled in their seats, 
exhausted. 


Cipolla's voice rose, a heartfelt regret: 

ONION It was almost cooked! 

RENATO Of course I didn't expect a part like that from Fulvio! 
ACCATTONE Me neither! 


RENATO You did really well, Accatto! We didn't give a moral slap! 


The Sheriff bent over his chair, and tapped the ground with the palms of his 
hands: 


SHERIFF Don Bosco! Help us! 


ONION Yes, to die! 


He arrived in the one in front, a car - an old one thousand four like 
Accattone's - and from the window he poked his head at a new guy, a nice, 
big, strong boy named Pio. 


PIO A Accatto, what have you done, that I see you all thoughtful? 


But Accattone, immersed in deep thoughts, distracted, did not see or hear. 


Then Pio took a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and held it out sharply 
towards his companions. 
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PIO Cai er rodentimento? 


ONION To Pio, are you magnate today at noon? 


Accattone, with a leap worthy of the Sheriff, stood up, all vibrating like an 
antenna... 


ACCATTONE For crying out loud! I don't want it to give this satisfaction! 
AND 


why does he have to eat the stuff? Maybe I'll throw it in the street, give it to 
a dog! Wait, here! Wait here, don't move! I'll bring the stuff back to you, I'll 
take care of it! 


And, still suddenly, without looking back, he crossed the street, in the 
direction they had taken before towards the Fulvio house. 


As he moved away from the group of companions, his face lost the 
indignant, disgusted and rebellious expression, to acquire one full of deep, 
entertainable good humor. The joy purged from his mouth, from his infernal 
eyes. Until, while running, he actually started laughing out loud, alone. 


So he arrived almost in front of the door of Fulvio's house, and was about to 
enter it and dive into the meal, but... 


Something suddenly attracted, with the power of a mirage, of a perspective 
that reopens the future, of a magnet, his eyes; who stared at that point 


suddenly frowning, thoughtful, greedy. 


They seemed nailed. From the end of the deserted road under the sun, a tall, 
large, pale girl was advancing: it was Stella. 


Stopped in his rush towards the meal, Accattone still looked at her, as if 
thinking intensely, with his forehead wrinkled like a philosopher, with evil 
eyes. 


But he didn't greet her, he didn't say anything: he turned and, like a rocket, 
ran back towards the bar. 


He got there running like a filth: there were his companions, afflicted with 
their stomachs in the air. 


Accattone turned wildly to Pio: he had to get what he wanted immediately, 
perhaps by hypnotizing him. 


ACCATTONE To Pio to Pio, chorus, come on, start it! 


PIO But why, what is it? 
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ACCATTONE Come on, start the car, otherwise he'll go away, it's a girl 
PIO But who its he? 


ACCATTONE Someone I know! Come on, otherwise we'll lose it! 


Meanwhile, he got into the car next to Pio: but the other companions also 
approached, crowding together. 


CIPOLLA Yes, go! 
ACCATTONE Stop! Aoh, what have you got to do with it! 


RENATO AI for one, one for all! 


And the three forcefully got into the car. 


ACCATTONE Come on, you idiot, get down! 


RENATO But look, we're going to kill everyone together! It would be fun, 
now I'm mounted, I'll get off! 


ACCATTONE Look at these wretches, they're ruining everything for me 
now! Go, come on! 


Pio then pushed the car in the usual direction, along the almost deserted 
road, in the two o'clock sun. 


ACCATTONE You're paying for this, huh? If I'm broke because of you, 
you'd better run away! 


SHERIFF Hey, how long are you making for a woman! Who will ever be! 


ACCATTONE Stop! Stop! 


In fact, there Stella was, on the sunny sidewalk. Pio blocked, and Accattone 
jumped out of the car, going, as serious and contained as he could, towards 
the girl. 


ACCATTONE Hi, don't you recognize me? 


Stella looked at him for a moment, not recognizing him: then hers 
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naive face lit up. 


STELLA Ah, hi! 

ACCATTONE How is it? Do not you work today? 
STELLA Eh, I'm off now, I've taken half a day off to party... 
ACCATTONE Ah, go ahead and celebrate! 


STELLA Yes! Party! I have to get to Monte de Pieta... My policy expires 
today... I'm sorry to lose it, it's a medallion of my father... 


ACCATTONE Then go and take the tram... 
STELLA Yes, I'll go get him now... 


ACCATTONE [If you don't mind I can accompany you... This is the car of a 
friend of mine... There it is... 


Stella looked towards the thousand-four charge of scoundrels, who were 
standing in the same position. 


STELLA No, I don't do anything... I take the tram, it's the same... 


BECCATTON Come on, we didn't know what to do... around like this... 
Let's just go for a nice walk... 


" 


i 
Confused and unable to say no, Stella looked towards the car again. 


Accattone took her firmly by the arm. 


BEGGING Don't give compliments, come on! Don't be ashamed! 


And he dragged her, a little recalcitrant and uncertain, towards the car, from 
whose windows the faces of the four partners protruded in hopeful 
anticipation. 


ACCATTONE I present to you these friends my... 


One by one the four gave her their hand, which she shook diligently: 


COMPARISONS Pio... Renato... Nino... Renzo... 


ACCATTONE Get in the way! 
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He made her get into the front seat of the car, between Pio and him. So the 
car was full. 


PIO 'Shall we go? 


BEGGING Ar Monte de Pieta! 


Ruins of the aqueduct, small houses, shacks, distant buildings, thickets, 
weeds, spun against the dead heat of the sun. 


The three in the back seat had fallen asleep on top of each other: it was 
hunger... 


Accattone lit them with a jerk. 


ACCATTONE They look like three little angels... They have eaten, and 
now they are sleeping... 


after eating, who knows why, there is always sleep... 


Stella, he looked at her too, just for the sake of looking, with his sweet, 
foreign eye. 


He has his father's medallion around his neck. 


STELLA But is this the road that leads to the sea? 
PIO Yes, this is the Christopher Columbus! Why was it never here? 
STELLA No, I went to Ostia by train the other year, with my mother... 


PIO Well, Accattone will take care of it, he knows a little about the 
surroundings of Rome... 


STELLA Now let's go back, but... 


ACCATTONE It's early, it's early... eeh! You still want to go around! 


Cipolla, behind, woke up and looked around: 


ONION Ah, what an enchanting view... 


Cipolla, saying this, leaned with his elbows on the front seat; and tapped 
Accattone's arm with his fingers. Accattone turned sideways, questioning, 
hostile. 


Cipolla made a gesture with his hand as if to say: "So, with this one, 
nothing will happen?" » And Accattone in turn replied with a 
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angry gesture that meant: "And shut up, fuck you...! » 


Cipolla leaned back on the back of his seat, immediately resigned and calm: 
and looked out. 


You could see the wall of a plaster building in Eur, with the famous writing: 
"PEOPLE OF NAVIGATORS, OF POETS..." And Cipolla immediately 
turned to Stella, happy. 


ONION To Stella, read that! Do you see who you're doing it with? What do 
you think we're worthless? We are Italian, you know, oh! 


And Stella laughed, laughed. 


Cipolla stretched and tried to fall back asleep between the other two little 
angels. 


STELLA How are you bothering me... You're wasting all this time... 


ACCATTONE Hey, Stella, what, do you know what to say? We didn't know 
what to do, today, at Stella, we are free and independent... 


Stella then blushed, sighed, hesitated and finally said: 


STELLA I... would like to ask you for a favor... If you have time, eh... But 
don't have courage... 


PIO Don't be afraid... Say it! If it's a pleasure that you can do, if you can, in 
fact, I'll do it for you with all my heart... 


STELLA Nooo, that's too much... 


PIUS Oh! You won't ask me for my life! 


Stella nervously rearranged her hair with one hand, hesitating, then decided: 


STELLA Here... don't call me brazen... now I'd like you to go to Ardea 
straight away... 


BEGGING And what to do? 
STELLA Are you taking me? Do you do me this pleasure? 


PIO Burning? E annamo a Ardea! 
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Stella smiled happily and, poor creature, a little mischievous. 


Ardea appeared, like a mass of white ruins in the middle of the dry 
countryside. 


The edges of the road and the surrounding meadows were charred here and 
there, with some crests of fire still burning. The Sheriff, Renato and Cipolla 
were asleep again, sweaty, in the back seat. 


ACCATTONE Here's Ardea. Now you have to explain to us that we came 
all the way here! 


STELLA No, no straight... turn right here... 


PIO But Ardea doesn't go to the right... 


Then Stella took courage: 


STELLA I don't have to go to the town... I have to go to the cemetery! 


ACCATTONE Ar cemetery? 


But he didn't comment, he preferred to recollect himself in a bitter silence. 
The car sped on a little further, in the fire of Ardea's blazing afternoon. 


Accattone was pale with tiredness and weakness, exhausted, out of breath. 


ACCATTONE And who are you going to find, ar camposanto... 
STELLA My father. 
ACCATTONE Ah. 


STELLA Still on the right... I was there two years ago with my mother... 


The car took a path to the right, with two palms of dust, among the burnt 
grass. 


More silence: the three behind were sleeping soundly, with three faces that 
were three masks of dust, sweat and hunger. After a while, still shy and 
ashamed, Stella put her hand on Pio's arm. 
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STELLA Are you sorry, would you stop for a minute? 


PIO Why, no? 


It's stopped. Suddenly the cicadas were heard, in a dead silence. 
Accattone opened the door and got out to let Stella pass. 
Stella got out and left, heading towards the dry meadow. 


Accattone fell back onto his seat, dead. 


ACCATTONE Oh God, I can't stand up... 


His head rolled on the backrest, like that of a Christ. Pio, on the other hand, 
also came down and observed what Stella was doing. Stella walked 
laboriously among the sharp, yellow twigs of the meadow, among piles of 
nettles, skeletal thickets. 


Then he began to pick flowers: miserable, half-dried, shriveled flowers. 


PIO Aoh, sveja, long, annamoje a da 'na mano! 


He reached inside the car to shake the three sleepers: 


PIO Wake up, beautiful people! 


Accattone had pricked up his ears - and while the others woke up moaning, 
scattering - he got up and went towards Stella in the meadow. 


ACCATTONE Collect the margarits... May they help you... Come on, let's 
all help you, we'll make a nice bunch! 


STELLA Thank you! 


And he wiped the sweat with the hand that held the flowers. Accattone bent 
down to pick flowers as they arrived; also the other four, enthroned by the 
sun. 


RENATO But look if at this age I have to eat daisies! 


He bent down in disgust to pick flowers, humming. Pio was also picking 
flowers: but the Sheriff and Cipolla went on strike: they stood still 
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impaled in the heat of the sun, Pio eyed them, bent over plucking flowers 
from among the clumps. 


PIO Aoh, come on a little! What, you came here for dirty tricks! You work 
too! 


The Sheriff, who seemed on the verge of dying of sleep, suddenly woke up 
and began dancing to rock and roll like a madman. Pio stood up and gave 
him a push that almost made him fall: 


PIO And take the flowers back, you bastard! And the Sheriff obeyed. 


The cemetery was white, desolate and cracked. The gate creaked - in the 
enormous silence - and the six entered, with great piles of dusty flowers. 


RENATO Now with all these flowers, your father will be fine for another 
two years! 


Everyone chuckled, their usual faces scrunching up. But Accattone's 
laughter was weak: his face was pale, beaded with sweat. 


PIO Aoh, we are in the cemetery, here, not in the tavern! 


Stella was looking for her father's grave, and the others followed: lastly 
Accattone, half dead. 


RENATO Well, you're right! We are like beasts! We don't have any respect 
even for the dead! 


The Sheriff rolled his eyes. 


SHERIFF Madonna, I'm not doing this anymore! 


Stella continued to look for the tomb: and the others followed, among the 
tombs, with the last one, gasping like a freshly caught fish, Accattone. 
Cipolla examined the tombs. 


ONION But there must be someone who died of hunger in here... Is it 
possible that everyone died of old age and disease? 


Accattone suddenly leaned on Renato's shoulder, distraught 
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ACCATTONE Ugh, I feel bad... 


RENATO I haven't had a great day in two days! 


And they carried on. 


Now Stella was standing in front of a tomb, observing it, she recognized her 
father's photograph. 


PIO Is this it? 


Stella nodded yes. Then, having placed her flowers on the grave, she 
crossed herself. 


Accattone, along with the others, stretched out his, staggering and wiping 
away the cold sweat, and Stella began placing them in a circle all around 
the tomb. 


STELLA I've wanted to come for a long time... 


But Accattone, pale as a dead man, had stood aside, as sick animals do. 


He couldn't take it anymore and sat down on a tomb, where there was a 
photograph of a certain Palombi Aldo. Accattone read that name and still 
found the strength to say a joke. 


ACCATTONE To Palombi, you'll go a little further, give me some space, I 
won't do it anymore... 


He ranted on the grave, in a cold sweat, on the verge of getting upset. 


ACCATTONE How bad I feel, my mother... Oh God... 


He looked at Stella, who was kneeling and praying. She had a flash of 
hatred in her eyes, which were about to go out. 


ACCATTONE But pray! 


Stella was on her knees with her hands clasped and her eyes lowered, 
among the other four companions, standing in the desperate sun. 
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Still under that sun, Accattone and Pio were waiting: it was Sunday, and the 
alley of the van park, where they waited, was empty. 


ACCATTONE Get a cigarette! I'm gasping for smoke PIO They're about to 
end... 


ACCATTONE Then we buy them... 
PIO How much do you have in your pocket... 
ACCATTONE Me? But not even a penny, I'm slaughtered white... 


PIO Beautiful copy that I love made. I don't even have a penny today. I 
went to play pool, and I lost everything I had... 


ACCATTONE Damn, how do we do it now? So shall we bring it? 


PIO Here it is... 


Accattone was shocked by Pio's news. And Stella was arriving, hastily, 
among the people dressed to the nines, wearing her usual little dress. 


Pio looked at her with his eyes, with his mouth he spoke to Accattone: 
cheerful towards her, cheerful with Accattone. 


PIO I'm famous for a homely thing... If we're going for a nice walk... That's 
a nice pair of feet, this one... Do you have a chance to walk... 


Even Accattone said one thing with his eyes and another with his mouth. 
But then an idea enlightened him. 


ACCATTONE Ah, on foot! Let's march on Rome! Magara, we took her on 
pilgrimage, to visit the Madonnas of the Asphalt... 


Stella was in front of them. They shook hands, happily ever after. 


STELLA Did I wait for you? 


ACCATTONE No, no! 
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Accattone took Stella by the shoulder and pushed her towards the 
millequattro stationed a little further away. 


ACCATTONE To Stella, do you like knowing the world? 
STELLA Why? I like it yes... 


ACCATTONE Well done! 


They got into the car and left, under the beautiful sun of everyone and no 
one. 


So they arrived in the avenue where Maddalena was going to beat: it was 
daytime, Sunday, and now the only thing beating was the sun. The car 
passed slowly along the sidewalk of shame. The three, together in the front 
seat, were silent, sweating. Accattone looked around, as if looking for 
people: but he didn't see anyone. He grimaced, lit a cigarette. But it was 
Stella who first spotted a lost prostitute, the Spaniard. 


STELLA Hey, what is she doing! 


Accattone chuckled hoarsely to himself. 


ACCATTONE En?! It's about producing... 


And Stella had a sudden and unexpected tantrum. 


STELLA Stop, stop, come back, let me see... 


PIO Do you really want to look at it? Do you really like watching it? 


STELLA Yes, yes, come back... Is that a bad woman? 


Pio went back, approaching the Spanish girl again, there, with her bag and 
her shoes worn out in the sun. 


ACCATTONE Call her a slut, you! No, you see how good he is! 


Stella watched her carefully, with a strange painful expression 
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curiosity. Pio started running again along the avenue. Accattone, seeing 
Stella's intense and strange curiosity, immediately took advantage. 


ACCATTONE Eh, later, I wonder how many there are! 
PIO What, haven't you ever seen them? 


STELLA No, no, I've never seen them... 


Others appeared, including Love. 


STELLA Let's see, let's see... 


ACCATTONE And look! 


Stella looked at those poor women from head to toe and, as suddenly as 
curiosity, a shadow came into her eyes: a deep melancholy: a mortified 
expression like that of a scolded little girl. 


There were almost tears in her eyes, and her face became small. 


ACCATTONE And now? An see this, oh! But when will you wake up! 


Stella didn't hear it, it seemed: and continuing to observe them, she 
murmured almost to herself: 


STELLA What are they doing? 
ACCATTONE What all women do! 
STELLA Porelle! 


ACCATTONE Call them sluts, you! These take away twenty thirty 
thousand lire a day... 


Meanwhile Love, who was already showing signs of impatience, lost her 
temper, and shouting fiercely, moved towards them, making herself sunny, 
dazed by the sun: 


LOVE What's there to watch? What's the trouble? 
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PIO Love! Take it easy! What, you don't recognize us anymore? 


At those words Love calmed down a little, and continued to advance 
cautiously, still a little blinded by the sun. 


STELLA 'Let's go! ‘let's go! Take me away! 


But now Love was close, and had recognized them. 


LOVE They can kill you! Are you! I didn't know you, you know! 
PIO Well, I'd like to say that you're starting to get old! 


LOVE Yes, I'm still the best of the square! And who is this? I don't know 
her... 


STELLA Take me away, come on! 
ACCATTONE This is another category... 


LOVE Ah, it's another category... And Maddalena, how is she? Does she 
write to you? You know she took a year, yeah? 


ACCATTONE Well, it's his fault! 


LOVE Yes, but what do you care, de Maddalena! You're right, it's her fault! 


On purpose I don't want to put anyone on me! You are only good for blood 
sucking! 


ACCATTONE Aoh, Love, you don't have another speech for me, eh? 


But Amore ignored Accattone's repressed fury, and took Stella head-on. 


LOVE Will you bring her, this beautiful little girl? To sir! You chose it 
really well! Especially Accattone, here! The people and the community 
know it! 


Stella, mortified, confused, desperate, was silent. 
Amore observed her for a while: then with a new shot at Accattone: 


LOVE Kill, though, oh! How badly you treat this poor girl! You are 
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just two unconscious people! How about sending it around a little more 
decently... 


Well, there's a dress that's not a rag, and then look at those shoes, poor girl... 
a bit of conscience, right? 


Accattone suddenly lost his patience and raised his arm to the sky in 
indignation. 


ACCATTONE But scratch the horns on your head! And go away! To Pio, 
leave! 


This is pyropathic! 


Pio didn't have to be told again and took off with a nasty kick. Amore 
stayed behind, shrank, indifferent, until he saw her down there with her 
back to the car. 


The three were silent for a while. Then Pio glanced sideways at Stella. 


PIO She wasn't wrong, Love... Why do you dress like that, all dressed up... 


STELLA But I don't have anything... Just this dress... I have to give the 
money I earn home... otherwise how can we get by... 


The three were silent a little longer. Then Pio spoke again. 


PIO Tomorrow I'll bring it to you, a nice cute dress... 
STELLA No, I'm not doing anything... It's all the same, don't bother... 


PIUS Oh! What a nuisance! We have a dry cleaner, do you want to get 
some clothes there! 


Accattone had followed the conversation with a frown: and suddenly 
intervened: 


ACCATTONE Are you really wearing a dress tomorrow? 
PIUS Oh! Why? 


ACCATTONE So if you wear a dress, I'll wear a pair of shoes! 
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He turned to Stella, patting her on the shoulder, fatherly 


ACCATTONE Is that okay? Laugh, Stella! 


Cautious, frightened, evil, Accattone advanced along the miserable street 
between the cracked houses and dirty vegetable gardens, towards Ascensa's 
house. 


There it is over there, the house, motionless and burning under the sun. 
Accattone looked at her intensely, with fear: she was afraid that her brother- 
in-law would come out, or that someone would see him. 


A little further on there was a low wall, with a fig tree on it: Accattone tried 
to reach that corner without being seen. He joined him: and, still looking 
towards Ascensa's house, he breathed a sigh of relief and wiped away the 
sweat that dripped on his forehead. 


He sat down on the dust under the wall, still looking at the house, and 
prepared to wait. 


Suddenly, the door of the house opened. The brother-in-law came out, under 
the steady and anxious eyes of Accattone: he was with the bicycle. He 
turned towards the inside of the house for a moment, said something: then 
he got on his bicycle and walked away, passing in front of the eyes of 
Accattone, who was trying to disappear. 


He was thus lost in the dazzling whiteness of the sun. Accattone stared 
again at the small, rickety door of Ascensa's house. 


She waited with greater anxiety: and in fact the door immediately reopened, 
and, accompanied by her father, who remained at the door, Ascensa came 
out, with her little son in her arms and her big one following her clinging to 
her skirts. 


Ascensa and the father talked for a while, but what they said could not be 
heard. 


Accattone became furious at those speeches and gnashed his teeth. 


ACCATTONE See if he hurry up and get it done... "This dirty guy... this 
dirty executioner... 


But finally Ascensa left: the father-in-law locked himself in the little house, 
and only Iaio remained outside, cheerful as a little bird, calm. 


He immediately crouched down in the dust, and began to play again with 
his bottles which sparkled in the sun. 
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Accattone slowly got up. He looked towards his son. Then he stretched. 
Once he was well stretched, he lit a cigarette. 


As soon as he lit a cigarette, smoking with the calm and concentrated air of 
someone who has nothing in common with others, he began to move. 


Step by step he reached his son, casting oblique glances around, to see if 
anyone noticed. 


He was now a stone's throw away from Iaio, lost in his game. 


ACCATTONE To Iaio... But it's possible that you never recognize me and 
yet I'm you 


father, damn it... 


Rather than speaking to Jaio, he spoke to himself to give himself a 
composure, looking around worriedly. 


Then he suddenly crouched down in front of his son. 


ACCATTONE Give dad a kiss! come on! 


The child was a little uncertain: but then good and sweet as he was, he 
agreed to give a little kiss on the cheek that Accattone pointed to with his 
finger. 


The gold chain hung around Jaius' neck. 


ACCATTONE Long long, eh! 


While the child kissed him, Accattone with light fingers untied the chain 
from his neck. He stood up, excited, sweaty. He looked around, and in the 
meantime, always to give himself an attitude, as if speaking to his son, he 
spoke hoarsely to himself: 


ACCATTONE A pair of shoes... Six thousand lire, you'll understand. I'll 
have to fix it, otherwise... 


So he walked away, while his son looked at him with his lamb's eyes. 


ACCATTONE Hello, Iaio, do well, eh! 


He walked away into the sun, and the child crouched down calmly to play 
with his bottles in the dust. 


The window of a clothing store on the main street of the neighborhood was 
full of nice things, dresses, blouses, handkerchiefs, skirts: nice and humble 
things, 
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piled up with ambitious elegance: a small, poor and sumptuous bazaar in 
the Casilina sun. Accattone Pio and Stella were there in front. 


Stella watched excitedly. Pio had the calm of benefactors. 


PIO Which one do you like? You choose! 
STELLA They're all beautiful... 

PIO Come on, don't be ashamed, choose one! 
STELLA Oh God! 

PIO Do you like the one with big flowers, there? 
STELLA Nice! 


ACCATTONE 'damn! Piete that, to Stella! It's just for you! 


Pio looked at Stella, who was silent, confused, red with pleasure. 


PIO Do you like it? 


Stella nodded confidently, moving her head, like a little girl. 


PIO It's okay! 


He entered the shop with determination, followed by Stella and Accattone. 


The three entered the shop, and Pio, in a magnanimous and mischievous 
tone, said to the owner: 


PIO To Sister Giulio! Throw that dress down there, have it measured a bit! 


Silent and helpful, the owner took the dress from the window and brought it 
in triumph in front of the three. Stella immediately greedily touched it with 
her fingers. 


STELLA What beautiful fabric! 
ACCATTONE And try it! 


MASTER Back there. 
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And Stella disappears behind a screen. 


MASTER Beautiful girl! So did you find it? 


Accattone quickly gave the details: 


ACCATTONE Inside the Easter egg. 


MASTER You're teasing, eh, because you're young! How is your father in 
Pio? He is 


always a Garibaldian? A big kiss like twenty years ago? Or has he also 
fallen down like me? 


PIUS Oh! Yes orange! 


MASTER Eh, in our time we carried out a massacre of women in this 
neighborhood! There wasn't a woman who could save herself: Either I liked 
it or your father liked it! We didn't even have time to say a Hail Mary! Here 
were all meadows... 


Stella reappeared, in the big flowered dress from behind the screen: silent, 
awkward.. 


MASTER You're someone else now, can you see? 


But Accattone didn't give him time to continue, snappy, almost angrily. 


BEGGAR Come on, pay! Let's go make shoes, come on! 


The three walked briskly down the street, full of hope and glory. 


Accattone was all excited. 


ACCATTONE I want to make the shoes for you, to my taste! Do you trust 
me? 


STELLA Yes, yes... 


ACCATTONE I want you to make a nice pair of shoes like Cinderella's... 
But don't lose them, otherwise I won't buy them again! 


70 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


Laughing, they took a few more steps, and before the Marranella traffic 
light, a shoe shop window could be glimpsed. Accattone approached it 
almost running, with his finger pointing, seized as if by an exhilaration that 
allowed no replies. 


ACCATTONE Here, those! 


In the midst of the expanse of Casilino's poor shoes, he pointed to a pair of 
shiny black ones that the seven beauties had on. 


The sun shone on the Parioletti as if they were gold. And a bell started 
ringing behind the priests' sports field, as if it were Sunday. 


Accattone took two or three steps forward, and stopped in front of Stella, 
contemplating her from head to toe. 


ACCATTONE Now yes, you really are Stella, by name and by fact! Eh! 
There's nothing to do, the dress really suits the monk! 


Stella, confused, let herself be looked at, next to Pio who was smiling 
happily. 


Then the three began walking again in the confusion of the afternoon 
crowd, slim and domineering. 


They passed a stall full of handkerchiefs, combs and necklaces. 


Accattone stopped, without saying anything, and frowning he approached, 
making rapid calculations in his head: meanwhile Pio and Stella took a few 
steps forward, then stopped to wait for him, looking at him. 


PIO Are you happy? Did you like this stuff we did for you? 


STELLA Yes... I'm happy... you both were so good to me... It's the first time 
I've received action like this... 


PIO Eeeeh! Watch out! What have we ever done! And then you're a good 
girl, you deserve it! 


STELLA I hope one day I can reciprocate... 


He had spoken melancholy. Accattone arrived like a damned man. His face 
was all congested, and he was almost trembling with impatience and 
excitement. In his hand she held a necklace of dark, glittering pearls. 
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He walked over to Stella and put it around her neck. 


ACCATTONE Yes! The work is completed! 


He looked at her, all confused and happy, even more so, and pushed her in 
front of a shop window to look at herself in the mirror. 


Stella looked at herself in the mirror, happy. And Accattone, with a jerk of 
hers, offered her a cheek, with a finger pointing above her. 


ACCATTONE Give me a kiss now! 


Stella started laughing, laughing. Then she obediently gave him a quick 
peck on her cheek. 


ACCATTONE Pio too! 


Laughing, Stella obeyed and gave Pio a peck on the cheek. 


STELLA How crazy we are! 


But Pio had already made a wise and irrevocable decision, changing his 
expression and becoming serious and detached. 


PIO Well! Then I'm leaving! I'll leave you! 
ACCATTONE Are you leaving already? 


PIO Oh yes, I have to go down to the shop... I haven't been there since this 
morning. 


Nothing! 


ACCATTONE Well, let's see tonight, right? HI! 


Pio shook hands, according to plan, with Accattone; and then to Stella, who 
was a little confused by that sudden departure. 


STELLA Thank you! HI! 


PIO You're fine! Be well like this! 


And he left, leaving them alone. 
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All alone, Accattone and Stella walked through the populous, miserable, 
almost Neapolitan streets of the neighborhood. 


ACCATTONE Are you tired? 
STELLA No, not at all! 


ACCATTONE We get up here, famous two steps... 


He looked with feigned indifference towards a large meadow with two or 
three buildings; beyond rubbish dumps between building sites. 


They walked together a little longer along the swarming street: Accattone 
contemplated Stella. 


ACCATTONE Now that you're dressed like that, you won't be ashamed to 
come for a walk with me, right? 


Stella smiled for a moment, kindly. 


STELLA As we left it at once, Pio... 


ACCATTONE That, he must have come after us to hold the candles... 


He said these words a little harshly, with a little anger, and Stella was 
immediately a little afraid. 


STELLA No, that's what I said... What, did I make a mistake? 


ACCATTONE He's got plenty of women! He gets confused right with 
you... 


STELLA But he's your friend, Pio, isn't he? 


ACCATTONE Do you still believe in friendship... 


At those hopeless words, Stella made a slightly anguished expression, like 
that of a child, but remained silent. 


They walked a little longer in silence: they passed a mechanic's little 
licorice-colored shop, a small alley that led to an old farmhouse... 
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And here is a hideous church from the fascist period, crumbling, with a 
saint with open arms on the facade... Passing in front of it, Stella made the 
sign of the cross. Accattone observed her sideways. 


ACCATTONE You're faithful, huh? 


Stella shrugged: but Accattone with a quick gesture placed a hand on her 
shoulder and held her close, as engaged couples do when they take a walk. 


ACCATTONE Come here! 


Stella remained a little stiff, embarrassed. 


ACCATTONE What, do you mind if we walk like this?... Do you know that 
I already love you? I'm quick, you know... When someone deserves it... like 
you... 


Stella was silent, always a little stiff and skittish. 


ACCATTONE Don't you feel anything about me? Answers! Look, I'm not 
joking, you know... Don't you believe that I love you? I swear... 


STELLA Why do you love me? 


ACCATTONE Why? First of all because I like you... and secondly, because 
I see you so strange, defenseless... I see you so alone... It seems to me that 
you too need some comfort... And I feel that I and you and I are good 
together, don't you think so? 


Stella, with a strong effort, looking at Accattone with the inexpressiveness 
of a child caught in the act, decided to speak: 


STELLA I... would like to give you a speech... 


Accattone suddenly raised an arm, taken by his irrepressible inspiration. 


ACCATTONE Mussolini gave speeches! 


Stella smiled a little, pitifully, but continued: 
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STELLA No, you're not joking, it's a serious thing... I have to tell you by 
force... I want you to know everything about me... You know, I don't have 
my father, I have died in war... And my mother had to be a woman on the 
street to get by... like the ones you and Pio saw yesterday... 


Three or four opposite expressions died and dawned on Accattone's face... 


ACCATTONE Aaaah! 


STELLA I wanted to tell you, because I didn't want you to judge me in any 
other way... 


Accattone gathered himself looking at the landscape: that is, a road that led 
towards that enormous, dry, abandoned meadow, with two or three palm 
trees, among piles of hovels and blocks of flats. 


ACCATTONE Let's turn around... 


They walked towards the lawn, in a somewhat dejected and concentrated 
silence, just like two guilty boyfriends. 


But Stella quickly resumed her train of thought, careful not to get her shoes 
dirty in the dust. 


STELLA I hate my mother for this... Even if I understand that she did it to 
feed me... But there were many ways... 


Accattone exploded all at once, almost cheerfully, almost singing. 


ACCATTONE Iiih! What would he have done! Instead of admiring her, 
your mother! 


All mothers in the family would do this for Fiji! Even my mother would do 
it for me... 


He was silent for a while, concentrating, and walked down the dusty path. 


ACCATTONE When a person gets to that point, you want to say that it's 
good! You mother didn't buy that job, she did it for you! You don't 
understand these things! A monument, you should make, to your mother... 
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Stella was silent, almost feeling guilty for Accattone's unexpected reaction: 
she was silent, and let herself be led by Accattone's hand placed on her 
shoulder. 


Thus they arrived in the middle of the meadow, where there was a basin: a 
peasants’ basin; and a cool old man; and around some gutted and dusty 
rubbish. 


Accattone and Stella walked around the large basin, looking for a place, 
treading on the dirty grass, the little mounds: and around them the visions 
of the immense meadow opened up, like an airfield and on the round 
horizon the various neighborhoods appeared, here Centocelle , there the 
tower blocks of Tor de’ Schiavi, at the end the Borgata Gordiani... 


Going around the large basin, Accattone was silent: Stella looked at him: 
STELLA Are you sorry for what I said to Vitto? 


ACCATTONE Don't call me Vittorio, call me Accattone! There are many 
De Vittorio, but I'm the only one from Accattone! 


Meanwhile he continued to walk around the large tub, slowly, almost lazily, 
holding Stella close. When she opened her mouth again, her voice was new, 
almost excited. 


ACCATTONE Tell me, have you ever been with a man in Ste'? Tell me the 
truth... 


STELLA Sometimes... 
ACCATTONE Sometimes? And what have you done? 
STELLA So... talking... I don't know, what's the point? 


ACCATTONE Let's put them here... 


Excitedly, he lay down on a slightly cleaner piece of ground, taking Stella 
down with him. Which she did with great consideration for his new suit. 
Accattone ate it with her eyes. 


ACCATTONE So they've never touched you... You're a virgin... 


Stella bowed her head in shame. 
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ACCATTONE You're a virgin, say!... 


STELLA Yes... 


He said that "yes" in a faint voice, as if with shame. With an impetus of 
love he had never experienced, Accattone threw himself on top of her. 


Renato's mouth was wide open, with all his teeth out, exposed up to the 
carotid artery, aaaam, a yawn that was the old M.G.M. lion's roar. Once he 
had finished yawning, his eyes still dazed and shining, he blurted out 
ineffably: 


RENATO Aoh, you who know everything: but what is happening to 
Accattone? 


The others were sitting doing nothing, sprawled on their chairs. Giorgio's 
blue gaze was full of contempt. 


GIORGIO Ah, nothing! He fell in love, and he is the happiest man in the 
world... That's right! 


Luciano's little blue eyes were narrow and laughing. 


LUCIANO But what a lover! Yes, in love! What are you talking about fairy 
tales! 


Accattone in love... As long as you tell me that Accattone is hungry, I can 
believe it, but if he falls in love... mmmh! 


MOMMOLETTO But why, can't they? The fool's moment passes to 
everyone! 


Renato, who was yawning again, stopped suddenly, seeing someone on the 
street: he immediately called him brightly. 


RENATO Oh, prodigal son! Come here! Oooh, there you go! 


It was Accattone's little brother, Sabino, who was going to work. He was 
uncertain whether to approach the group, a little intimidated, although 
mischievous. 


RENATO Listen! Did you come here? 
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The young man approached, questioning. 


RENATO What happened to your brother Accattone? He hasn't shown up 
for three days, where is he? 


SABINO Well, what do I know? If not, you who are friends with him know 
it! 


ALFREDINO But now you're going to work? 
SABINO 'I'm'? 


ALFREDINO Is this the best example from your older brother? Shame on 
you! 


Your brother has never worked, remember! He always did the work of 
others! 


Degenerate brother! 


Sabino shrugged and left, walking a little embarrassed down the sidewalk. 


MOMMOLETTO Guys, hurry up! You'll realize when you grow up that 
you weren't made for a position! 


Sabino walked a little more resentfully on his own: but then he turned 
unexpectedly, and, quite heartily, made a quick, pleasant raspberry. 


Giorgio, like Farinata, closed the parenthesis, turned and resumed the 
discussion with Luciano. 


GIORGIO So, you say that Accattone isn't in love with that girl? 


LUCIANO What the... what's the fever? Take care of your brain! But can 
you imagine Accattone in love, aoh? But what 1s it? 


Dry George's face was plastered with contempt. 


GIORGIO Look, please, I have a long eye, I see these things... E 


then who is Accattone? Was he tough from Rome? Look, deep down 
Accattone is 'no stupid, you know'... Accattone is the bottom of the class in 
the middle here, you know! 


But Luciano didn't even take those arguments into consideration, and had 
an inspired and overwhelming smile in his little blue eyes. 
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LUCIANO But look, Accattone has the profession of pimping in his blood! 
Bread is bread! And you know what I'm telling you? That ten days don't go 
by before we see Stella in the square, fighting! What are you betting on? 


GIORGIO Whatever you like! 


LUCIANO The jacket! And if I take it away from you, I'll give it to the 
orphans of Santa Rita! 


Renato intervened amused, chiotto chiotto, assuming the biblical style. 


RENATO I'll just say one thing: if it gets to Maddalena's ears that Accattone 
is with another woman, and unfortunately he beats her, Maddalena will turn 
the Mantellate upside down, but if he does, he'll be jailed! 


MOMMOLETTO Pray, brothers! 


And he stood there, with his arms raised like a puppet. 


As evening approached, some lights began to come on here and there, in the 
hubbub of the neighborhood as it was time to return from work. Accattone 
waited, patiently. He had cleaned himself up a bit, who knows how: and yes 
he was checking himself in the glass of a shop window. He seemed 
satisfied. 


And here Stella arrived almost running, with the new dress, the new shoes 
and the necklace. 


ACCATTONE Hello! 


STELLA Hi! 


She was sweet and happy. They linked arms and walked leisurely towards 
the tram stop, like two engaged couples. 


ACCATTONE Are you tired? Did you work today! 
STELLA Nooo... I've gotten used to this by now... I don't feel tired... 


ACCATTONE It's certainly a tough job... For eight hundred lire a day you 
can do it 
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they piano life! Understand, eight hundred lire a day! 'N'alms! 


STELLA Unfortunately you have to eat! 


They were silent, walking together. Stella seemed to have something to say: 
she suddenly made up her mind, with an embarrassed smile. 


STELLA Vitto, look what I brought you... 


She took a cigarette lighter out of her purse and gave it to Accattone. 
Accattone, amazed, moved, looked at her: but it was for a moment. He 
immediately recovered. He looked at the cigarette lighter in the palm of his 
hand and, ironically: 


ACCATTONE 'Once upon a time I had a thousand-four... in any case it's 
always a machine... Thanks, eh! 


STELLA Do you like it? 


ACCATTONE Yes... 


He lit a cigarette with the new cigarette lighter. 


ACCATTONE Let's go now... it's beautiful! But there hangs out the 
gentleman, the dirty man, the pilgrim, the prostitute... It's a place for 
everyone, come on! 


It's a somewhat... familiar place... One of us immediately becomes friends. 
With one, you sit down together at the table... 


He was silent for a moment, then returned to the office, paternal, with 
warm, persuasive recommendations: 


ACCATTONE Therefore, if there is any young man, any gentleman, asking 
a few questions at the dance, please stay with you, please, they are 
courteous... 


You have to treat him well, as if he were me... do you understand, Ste"? 
There you have to forget that you wash the bottles... 


Stella nodded, ready and compliant: 


STELLA Okay... but I'm ashamed, though... 


ACCATTONE Enh! You don't care about anyone!... Here's the transept. 
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The ruins of the Centocelle tram arrived, clanking and screeching 
gloriously. 


Around two small tables joined together, on wooden chairs, against the 
darkness of the Tiber, there were all the faces of the companions: already 
half drunk; Accattone, with his eyes burning; Luciano, Alfredino, Giorgio, 
Renato and the women, Stella, Amore, and two other new ones, Sardegnola 
and Margheritona. 


Accattone eagerly drank a glass of wine. 


GIORGIO Drink, it's good for you! Then you get drunk and have all the 
guards of Rome come! 


ACCATTONE What do you pay me? And go away! The less I see you, the 
better I feel! 


GIORGIO You suck, you do. 


ACCATTONE In your face and in the face of those who I feel bad about! 


And, livid, ferocious, he belched. 


Luciano said his piece with his mischievous and laughing eyes, darting: 


LUCIANO A Ste', do you feel like it's pleasant? 


Stella smiled a little embarrassed. Amore instead continued a speech that 
seemed to be very close to her heart, sincerely. 


LOVE the little man! But who knows! 


He turned to Stella and showed her his gold. 


LOVE So, in the face of all men! Look at that necklace... look at those 
earrings... look at the gold... look at that dress... look at those shoes: twelve 
thousand lire! 


Saying this she made all the necessary gestures to show what she was 
listing, like a crazy person. 


81 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


LOVE Look at these people, they're wearing men... With a shoe and a 
slipper, and not even a bit of gold... 


In fact the other two were humble like Stella. But Alfredino suddenly 
stretched out his arm: where a chronometer, a bracelet and two rings 
glittered: 


ALFREDINO We'll manage the gold! 


Even Margheritona, when speaking, was directly or indirectly addressing 
Stella. 


MARGHERITONA Don't listen to me! We need someone close by! Can 
you tell me how you do it otherwise? As soon as I get home in the evening, 
after all that torment, if I can't find anyone, I'll start crying... 


The waiter approached, across the float with a few tables and a few desolate 
couples dancing, against the black awning of the Tiber. And he came next 
to Accattone: 


WAITER To Accatto, allow me a word... 


Quickly Accattone got up and followed the waiter two steps away, above 
the current of the river which was flowing dirty and dizzying. 


WAITER There's that gentleman over there... you see him... There's two of 
them... A quick professional glance from Accattone took in the sight of two 
unspeakable, plump guys, sitting at a table, with a cheeky look. 


BEGGING "Mbe'? 


WAITER Those are tough people... I like... that girl you brought there 
tonight... He says she doesn't look like one of those... that's why I like her... 
What do you want to do? Do I arrange this meeting for you? He's just 
looking for company anyway... 


ACCATTONE Aaah... And say that if she came forward, would I have to 
throw her in my arms? 


And, nervous and sour, he returned to his place, where Stella was waiting 
for him, a little 


lost. 


82 


Pier Paolo Pisolini - Accattone 


The waiter went towards the table with the two customers, winking, 
sordidly, at one. 


This approached the cronies' table, and turned to Stella, inviting her to 
dance. Stella didn't know what to say or what to do, and Accattone blurted 


out: 


ACCATTONE Come on, dance with the gentleman... 


Stella stood up, the man hugged her and they began to dance away from the 
table. Accattone followed them with his eyes. 


ALFREDINO Accepted, begin to sow, eh? He who sows reaps... 


Love, hypocritical, meddlesome, but with a hint of real bitterness, looked at 
Stella, over there, who was dancing: 


LOVE You fell for it too... And again, you don't know it! Eh! Abandon all 
hope, you who enter! 


All of a sudden Giorgio stood up, hateful, contemptuous: and made the 
outburst. He took off his light jacket and threw it over Luciano. 


GIORGIO So, did we bet the jacket? You won! 


Luciano, a little guy, was half buried in his jacket, and he freed himself 
from it, extracting the little face with his eyes darting: and, against one of 
the two eyes, he slyly pointed a finger. 


LUCIANO I'm the evil eye, you know! 


Giorgio il Secco looked at Accattone with a contemptuous look, of a 
defeater who must admit that he was wrong. 


GIORGIO I thought he had fallen! I congratulate you! You were an artist! 


Luciano stood up and did a sort of dance with the large jacket in his hand on 
the corner of the float: 


LUCIANO This jacket is beautiful! Of life! Then it's really mine! 


GIORGIO Yes, it's yours! 
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LUCIANO Go with God! 


He took and threw the jacket into the water. 


The dark current of the Tiber welcomed her and took her away. 


The time it took to get a little more drunk had passed. Accattone and 
Alfredino were at the float bar, drinking. A little further on, the other two 
partners with their two partners, Sardegnola and Margheritona, were 
dancing. 


Love was left alone over there at the table. 


Now Stella was no longer dancing: she was sitting with the two idiots, at 
their table, with their backs turned. 


The fake who had danced with her had his arm on the back of the chair 
where she was sitting. 


Accattone watched. 


ALFREDINO It's a long hand, it's a fake, eh? It proves... 


Accattone was seized by an unpredictable, crazy attack. 


BEGGING Enough! Let's finish it for you too! 


He took two steps away from Alfredino, and, drinking, observed Stella and 
the man, standing there from behind. 


A long silence: Accattone didn't stop looking, he looked avidly, grimly, 
without taking his eyes off: the phony's arm detaching itself from the back 
of the chair, and resting lightly on Stella's shoulder; the phony's arm 
caressing Stella's shoulder; the fake's arm falling under Stella's armpit; the 
fake's arm hanging down Stella's waist; the fake's arm coming down on 
Stella's hip... Accattone sprang up like a crushed snake. 


He suddenly turned to his friends, to Giorgio: 


ACCATTONE Whoever gambles all that if we're drunk, I'll throw myself 
off the bridge! 


Everyone chuckled in disbelief. And Luciano: 


LUCIANO Yes, this is how you end up like Tosca! 
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ACCATTONE Don't you believe it? And bet then! Buffoons! I'll even 
throw myself all dressed up! 


He was beside himself. 


GIORGIO Cala, what are you selling! 


As if someone were pushing him - an atrocious automaton - Accattone put 
down the glass and ran along the float towards the ladder. The partners 
looked at each other, a little stunned: 


ALFREDINO Aoh, that one is drunk, that one is serious, you know... 


And he ran to Accattone's gang, followed by Pied d'oro, Er Secco: instead 
he remained with the two whores, who were giggling, calm 


GIORGIO And leave it alone! So much river pija everything! 


He ran madly, Accattone: through the weeds and the sand, along the gutted 
frays and two or three reeds; along the wall as high as an abyss; up the 


ladder dirty with urine and waste; against the peeling wall and the parapet - 
it was a crazy, drunken, swaying and dizzying ride. 


He reached the top of the ladder, ran along the bridge, climbed with 
difficulty onto the abutment of the bridge: below, the dizzying vision of the 
dark river, among the thousands of lights of the city... And I stopped there, 
impaled, he was about to throw himself: Alfredino and Luciano arrived just 
in time to hold him by his clothes and legs, to pull him down. 


LUCIANO Crazy! At least put the stone around your neck! 


ALFREDINO But what was your father thinking when he gave birth to 
you? 


Accattone, as if in a dream, found himself down from the parapet. Then he 
started running again, and down, with the others following him, along the 
road he had already taken: the dirty ladder between the wall and the 
parapet; the track along the wall that rose endlessly against the reddish sky; 
the rubbish, the dried reeds, which hung like rags, against the river which 
crossed the expanses of lights of the city in a cold and fearful darkness; 
there, on the small sandy beach 
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black, among the weeds, Giorgio was coming towards her, with Sardinia 
and Margheritona giggling a little scared. 


When Giorgio saw Accattone arrive, he indignantly raised his arm to the 
sky. 


GIORGIO But give your face a wash! You're drunk and you suck! 


With sudden docility, Accattone dropped to his knees on the sand. 


He placed his hands on the water, laboriously, and washed his face, two or 
three times. 


Then he raised his face, all dripping, and still docile and good, and looked 
around as if in a dream. 


But a new fit of anger came over him, an attack of nerves. 


Still on his knees, he buried his face in the dirty black sand, rubbing it 
angrily. 


He raised it again: it was a black mask, with sand stuck to his wet face, 
against his eyelids, his nose, his cheeks, his forehead, his chin. He no longer 
had anything human. 


Accattone was sitting on the crumbled wall, in a thread of shade under the 
twisted fig tree: he was waiting, silent and stretched out like a snake. 


In front of him, the blinding white space, with the scattered and unequal 
piles of bottles dazzled by the sun. 


The women were at the end of the clearing under the shelter of the tanks: 
they had stopped working, and were beginning to swarm away, exhausted 
by the light. 


Accattone didn't move, he waited. 


Stella broke away from the crowd of women and came slowly, uncertainly, 
humbly towards him. 


He didn't speak, he didn't move. He waited for the girl to come in front of 
him, close. And he was silent again. 


STELLA Hello, Vitto... 


Accattone lit a cigarette, still in silence, and spat out the tobacco tips, with a 
bitter expression. Stella stood there dejectedly looking at him. 


STELLA What have you done? What the hell? 


Accattone snapped, grim, angry, impetuous, with crooked eyes: 
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ACCATTONE What this, what this you had? Can't you see that, can't you 
see how I'm reduced? I disgust myself! Did you know who I was before you 
knew me? Pzt! I had the car, I never lacked money in my pocket, I had 
everything I wanted... lots of clothes... chain, watch, rings, bracelets... I was 
full of gold! And instead here I am, now, waiting for the manna from 
heaven! 


Under Accattone's outburst, Stella remained intimidated and scared. She 
barely dared to murmur: 


STELLA Do you put yourself down like this? Are you looking for a job... 


Accattone interrupted her angrily, jumping up from the wall where he had 
been sitting and walking away. He almost shouted, half ironic and half 
enraged. 


ACCATTONE But what's the point? Give my blood to others! No one 
drinks my blood! It's work! The beasts work! 


Stella followed him and stood beside him, walking along the dusty, deserted 
street, hit by the angry light. They walked in silence for a while, Accattone 
smoking badly. 


ACCATTONE And so last night, huh? You have given yourself over to mad 
joy! You were consoled by that fake, down by the river... If only you had 
shown me a little respect for myself! Nothing! I thought you were 
different... It's the first time in my life that I've made a mistake, can you see 
it? You made a good impression on me in front of my friends... Did you see 
how they laughed at my back? 


Stella, under that landslide of accusations, timidly attempted to defend 
herself: 


STELLA To Vitto, but I thought I had to behave like this... 
ACCATTONE I only told you nonsense, Like those! Instead you wanted to 


be a vivier! the entreneuse! With those two starving people! Pst! Were you 
on your honeymoon? You liked it, huh? 


He stopped her suddenly, grabbing her arm, disfigured by a new surge of 
anger: 
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ACCATTONE Tell me I'm wrong! Deny it! 
STELLA A Vitto, you offend me... 


ACCATTONE Ah, am I offending you? You, you offended me! You, you 
had fun behind my back! You have tarnished my pride! 


They walked a little longer in silence. Then Accattone, with calculated 
malice, began speaking again. 


ACCATTONE Oh yes, and you should have waited for the girlfriend of a 
slut! Like mother like fiya! 


Stella had an anguished expression, she fell silent at those atrocious words, 
and she was almost on the verge of tears. But she controlled herself, and she 
took a few more steps in silence. 


Then he spoke, in a new tone, unexpected, strangely aware, and, in its 
passive submissiveness, heartbreaking. 


STELLA I understood the point where you want to take me... I already 
expected it, that you think... It won't bother you too much, I know what you 
want from me, I know it! 


Accattone was struck by that tone, but this infuriated him even more. 


ACCATTONE Ah, you know! And why don't you do it then? What are you 
waiting for? 


STELLA To Vitto, why do you talk to me like that... You know that I'm not 
a shrewd girl, that I've only known pain and misery... I'm not like the 
others! And what do I know what I should do and what I shouldn't do... 


ACCATTONE Let your slut mother teach you! 


Stella then burst into tears: a silent, thick cry, dried by a poor handkerchief 
that looked like a rag. They walked like this for a while: she was still crying 
and silent. Then Accattone approached her and held her shoulder, sincerely 
or insincerely a little moved. 


ACCATTONE You're crying, you stupid girl! If I knew you were crying I 
wouldn't have said anything to you! I was joking, come on! 


STELLA No, no, you weren't joking! I know what you want from me! 
AND 


this is your aim! 
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ACCATTONE Enough is enough! We don't think about these things 
anymore... The important thing is that we love each other, Ste'! That one 
day we won't be able to give a damn about everyone... 


He hugged her and they walked Under the sun. 


As he walked, Accattone murmured to himself again, hoarsely and 
hopefully: 


ACCATTONE Madonna, make me a saint! Because I have already done my 
penance! AND 


quanta! 


Darkness fell on the great avenue, warm, sweet, boundless. The first lights 
were lit, as if revived by the evening breeze. 


Accattone was sitting on the back seat of a motorcycle, on whose 
handlebars, motionless, was Giorgio; and he watched darkly, evilly. Next to 
the trunk of a plane tree, in the shadows, was Stella. She was lost, 
expressionless, like a child. 


He had the bag in his hand. 


Love's voice was heard in the darkness. 


LOVE 'Mbe'? Are you hiding? What, are you afraid that some customer 
will take you away? 


Comare Amore approached the trunk thus speaking, and continued: 


LOVE Now that you are here, put your soul at peace! Do what we all do! 
There is no hell or heaven anyway! 


Behind Amore the Spanish girl appeared, mocking, but not without a little 
pain. 


SPANISH Porella, shame on you! I was so ashamed the first time I came 
here! And now I'm the cheekiest of all! 


And suddenly, brought by the case of that night, a Mickey Mouse suddenly 
arrived; along the sidewalk of the avenue. 


Accattone looked at her immediately, with interest: the Spagnola had also 
spotted the arriving Mickey Mouse. 


SPANISH A Amore! Here is the sacristan! 
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The Topolino stopped at the women's level, and Amore, sure of her 
position, went towards her, all revved up... 


The customer put his head out the window and greeted Love: 


CUSTOMER Hello, beautiful! You run to those who love you, eh? 


Amore started to enter the Topolino, but, nodding his head, the customer 
noticed Stella, and immediately became annoyed. 


CUSTOMER And who is this work of art? Mh! 


LOVE But lassala loses, she's just a victim! 


Accattone was there watching. 


The man got out of the Topolino without paying attention to Amore's dark 
words and approached Stella: he looked at her from an inch away from his 
nose, a little filthy. There was a brief silence. 


CUSTOMER So, what do you do? Do we want anna? 


Obediently, as if following a lesson, Stella moved towards the Topolino, 
without looking at anyone with her bag in her hand. 


The customer followed her, and passing in front of Amore: 


CUSTOMER Love, I'm cheating on you! 


Accattone was there watching. 


He got into the Topolino where Stella had already gotten in, started it and 
set off. 


Love watched the two walk away: he was silent, but his face purged venom. 


The Topolino arrived slowly at the end of the Appia, and stopped among the 
tombs and pieces of statues. 


There the customer looked at Stella: she was still, collected, she seemed to 
be trembling like a rabbit, silent. 


CUSTOMER 'Mbe'? What, do I need the application on stamped paper? 
Huh? 
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But Stella continued to stand still and remain silent. The customer, trying to 
be patient, took out a cigarette and lit it. 


CUSTOMER But tt's really the first time, the first time that... 


Stella nodded her head, without moving, still with her eyes lowered: 


STELLA Yes... 


The client then tried to cheer her up. 


CUSTOMER Eh! Today they all do it anyway... One more, one less... The 
world has become a sewer anyway... Courage! 


He then continued to smoke, in silence, with that sexton's face, yellow and 
black. And Stella was silent, at her side. 


But the fact that it was the first time was beginning to sordidly excite the 
fellow. He gave her a sidelong glance, and spoke again in a hoarse voice: a 
look and voice that were almost inhuman. 


CUSTOMER So I'm lucky... It's the first time you've gone with someone, 
eh? Are you ashamed? I bet you don't even know how to do it... 


Stella was silent, terrified by that new tone. The customer insisted. 


CUSTOMER Come here, take courage... On my fija... 


He hugged her, and tried to kiss her. Stella instinctively pulled back, 
forcefully. The customer insisted and managed to get a kiss from her, which 
left Stella with a grimace of fear on her frightened face. 


CUSTOMER Aooh? What, do I disgust you? 


He tried to kiss her one more time. But now Stella resisted more vigorously 
and she pulled her head back against the window. 


CUSTOMER Oh, I didn't put you in the car for a pleasure trip, you know! 


Live here, don't do Santarella! 
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He tried to grab her again: and again, in silence, Stella rebelled. 


CUSTOMER Look, I'll give you money, you know, my dear! But what are 
you really doing now? What did you take from me for a joke! You could 
have told me that you were like this! Wretch, you could have told me!... 


STELLA No, I don't want to! Take me back! 


CUSTOMER Where will I take you? Backwards? But you thought that if 
you lived this life they would give you candy! But go and lock yourself up! 


CUSTOMER Please do me, take me back... 


CUSTOMER You can go back on foot! I'm going alone! Come on, get 
down! Hurry down! Get lost! 


He opened the door for her and pushed her out, causing her to fall to the 
ground. Her anger was now a song of victory. 


CUSTOMER 'This war scene! 


He started the car, turned the headlights back on, and the Topolino took off. 


Stella stood up, looked around, scared, as if out of her mind. All around 
there was the desert: stubs of statues, tombs, the distant and desperate 
glimmer of the city lights. 


In that silence, in that solitude, Stella set off on foot, like a poor frightened 
animal heading straight back towards the distant stable. 


Accattone was sitting on the edge of the sidewalk of the avenue: evil, silent, 
concentrated. 


Behind him, a group of young customers, silent and mischievous, were 
taking the fresh air, around Margheritona and the Spagnola. 


Amore, on the other hand, was frowning on the sidelines, harboring her 
pain. 


The Topolino arrived unexpectedly, also due to its high speed. 
Amore, amazed, observed: and so did Accattone. 


The Topolino stopped, and the customer went out, slamming the door 
behind him: 


CUSTOMER Aoh, but who did you send me with? What's crazy? 


LOVE Why? Didn't you like it? 


Accattone and the Spagnola approached with ears pricked: 
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CUSTOMER Do you know what he did to me? Didn't she complain about 
my car? This filth didn't take this thing! Nothing! He didn't do anything to 
me! 


The Spaniard began to laugh sordidly and laugh: 
SPANISH Sith, 11h! They'll make her a saint! 


CUSTOMER But what if he believed? Was I tender at heart? I kicked her 
and threw her out of the car! With those nerves that made me come, he 
would have torn my head off! 


SPANISH lfith, ih! He's on a pilgrimage! From the Appia Antica up to 
here, you will understand, what does he do, er Quo Vadis? 


Accattone who had always listened, repressing himself, black, ferocious, 
snapped. 


He gave the Spaniard a push that almost knocked her to the ground: 


ACCATTONE Laugh at your dead! To ‘idiot! 


And he sped away on Secco's motorbike, disappearing into the darkness of 
the avenue, heading towards the Appia. 


ACCATTONE Everything against me! But what are they doing to me, the 
evil eye! But what do they want, to kill someone? 


Love, meanwhile, emerged from his angry indifference and turned to the 
customer: 


LOVE So you learn to be in the world! You were left high and dry, huh? 
Now stick to the funtanella! 


CUSTOMER Good night! Be well! 


He quickly got back into the Topolino. Seeing that she did not invite her, 
Amore was overcome by a new rush of disappointment, and she chased 
him. 


LOVE Are you leaving now? 


CUSTOMER No! I'm here making beautiful statues! 
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LOVE Don't we do anything? Are you leaving me like this? 


CUSTOMER What do you have to do? But go away! This is a poison in my 
body that if I bite someone I will kill him... 


He started the Topolino and drove away. Love chased him, furious, 
humiliated: 


LOVE Ah, that's it! You won't see mine before your eyes anymore, you 
know! A fagot! 


CUSTOMER Go to hell, you stink in Rome! 


The Topolino had already disappeared into the darkness, but Love still 
continued to chase it angrily, shouting: and he didn't see that Buon 
Costume's jeep was arriving threateningly from the opposite direction. 


LOVE You would have liked the minor, huh? Tie! Awkward, wretch! 
Horned! 


SPANISH VOICE Be careful, love, there's madam. 


LOVE What do I care! So I let off steam with them! 'These cuckolds too! 


Meanwhile Accattone was sitting on a tomb. He waited. And while waiting, 
he continued to talk to himself, gnashing his teeth, like a madman: 


ACCATTONE But how much do you want to get to this? This makes me 
wake up in the morning! Mannaggia er heart of Judas! 


He remained silent, continuing to gnaw at himself with anger, with pain, 
with a mysterious feeling that he could not understand. 


ACCATTONE You can't survive in this world anymore! You really have to 
prick your nails! But was it possible that my life should have ended like 
this? But I can't stand it, not even if there is God on earth! 


He was silent again. Around him the silence of the ruins, of the grass, of the 
sky, of the lights that twinkled sadly, far away, even on the Castles. 
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And here a shadow appears over there: Stella's shadow. 


ACCATTONE Here she is, go! 


Stella advanced slowly, walking with difficulty, tired and desperate as she 
was. 


He walked with his head down, and only when he was finally a few steps 
away from Accattone did he notice him. 


She looked at him with deep amazement in her eyes, almost in disbelief. 
Then she became frightened, fearing her anger at what she had done, and 
almost backed away. 


But finally she decided to take a few steps towards him, and almost fell to 
her knees in front of him, bursting into tears, into tears. 


Accattone looked at her, there in front of her, like a beast to be slaughtered, 
all wet with tears. 


He reached out a hand and ran it uncertainly, grimly, through her hair. 


The Good Customs jeep sped along the deserted avenues of the suburbs, 
under the white globes of the street lamps. 


Amore had been caught, and with her the Spanish flu: but Amore, already 
angry from before, couldn't stand it, and was screaming like a ferocious 
monkey. 


LOVE Let me come down! I'm not coming to the police station! I am the 
master of my life! I want it done as I like it, not as you like it! You don't 
give it to me, you know, otherwise I'll earn it myself! Let me come down, 
otherwise I'll kill someone! 


GUARD Be quiet, calm down, otherwise we'll send you to the Mantellate, 
understand? 


LOVE Bring us your sister to Le Mantellate! 'I'm a cuckold, you 
tuberculous fracic! Look who has to speak! They steal bread, these peasant 
hoes, you are nothing else! What are you thinking about? 


The Spaniard, frightened by all those insults spewed by Amore, tried to 
hold her back: 


SPANISH Aoh, love, you've gone crazy! These people pay for the outrage, 
you know! They really send you to Le Mantellate... 


LOVE They dry me up! What do I care about le Mantellate, I say 
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what I have to say: cuckolds! miserable! starving! profiteers! 


Love really wanted to get lost; and, if that was what he wanted, she would 
certainly be lost. 


He took two sheets, two blankets, a pillow, a bowl, a glass, a spoon. 


The jailer watched over her. Having done this, they walked down a long 
corridor and went towards the dormitory. 


Love, with his bundle, pedaled behind the guard, full of anger, venom, and, 
ultimately, satisfaction. 


The other prisoners were locked behind the bars of their wards. 


PRISONER Put her here, superior! There's a place there! 


However, the warden opened the door of a dormitory and let Amore in, 
closing the door behind her with the grating. Love looked around at the 
faces of the other prisoners, and, next to the window, who did she see? 
Madeleine. She was combing her hair and precisely she was putting her 
usual fake rose in her hair, carefully. 


LOVE To Maddale, are you here? 


Maddalena looked at her and continued combing her hair. 


MADDALENA And where did you think I was? On the French Riviera? 


They were silent for a while. Then Love, with his little face all his eyes, 
disfigured by a subtle and desperate hatred, questioned her. 


LOVE Who do you make yourself beautiful for? Let me understand... 


Maddalena immediately noticed the ferocious tone and fell silent. But Amre 
was now raging. 


MADDALENA Why? 


LOVE Meh! Those who love you have left you anyway... 
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MADDALENA Davero? 


He continued to comb his hair, acting indifferent. 


MADDALENA And with whom? 
LOVE With a... a girl, young... you don't know her... A certain Stella... 


Pretty! Beautiful girl! 


Amore was silent, a little, discreetly, distracted: and began to organize her 
things 


LOVE She beat her up too... Pora Stella... Of course you had a man who 
was a genius... 


Maddalena had her hair beautifully done, with her rose on her temple: she 
concluded indifferently: 


MADDALENA Infamous... you and him! 


Maddalena was tense, straight, sitting behind the unadorned inspector's 
table. 


The inspector finished writing on a shabby piece of paper, then raised the 
head of an old, white-haired and hopeless policeman: 


COMMISSIONER So? What's up? 


MADDALENA I wanted to file a complaint. 


The inspector made a resigned face, and looked towards a plainclothes 
guard who was standing there, like an invisible and omnipresent god, 
behind Maddalena: 


COMMISSIONER What complaint is this? 


Maddalena still contained herself, but with a hysterical anger inside that 
darkened the whites of her eyes. 


MADDALENA I wanted to report a certain Cataldi Vittorio, called 
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Beggar... 
COMMISSIONER And what are you reporting him for? 


MADDALENA De exploitation... 


The commissioner distractedly prepared the paper for the report. 


COMMISSIONER Ah... And did he exploit you? 
MADDALENA No. 

COMMISSIONER And who? So what are you reporting him for? 
MADDALENA Of exploitation! 


COMMISSIONER But who? Don't you know that the complaint must only 
come from the person concerned, from the one who was instigated into 
prostitution? 


At those words which, with procedural rigor, interrupted the action of her 
revenge, Maddalena lost all control and began to scream like a damned 
woman: 


MADDALENA How? Don't you care? He's exploiting a poor girl, and you 
don't care! That's a fool, a fool! Does it ruin a girl like that? 


Behind him, the plainclothes guard was always still, without looking or 
feeling. 


MADDALENA You don't know who that is! He's capable of anything! 
AND 


capable of anything, so he's fine! Pure killing! You must jail him! You must 
jail him! He doesn't deserve this world! You must jail him!... 


She screamed and screamed, like a little girl, while the eyes of the 
commissioner met the eyes of the guard, in patient silence. 


The plainclothes officer, looking louche, was there, in the sun — like an 
indifferent mass of flesh and cloth. 
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His eye watched: he spied. 
And, before his eye, Accattone and Stella appear from a cross street. 


The eye immediately became curious: and the guard moved behind the two. 
They were walking in the sun, along the poor road: and they were carrying 
bundles, with a cardboard suitcase, all stolen. They walked in silence. 


The spy's eye followed them until, having entered the gate of the dirty 
garden, they opened the door of Maddalena's hut and entered. 


Accattone, at the door, turned to Stella uncertainly: 


ACCATTONE Come in! 


He was hoarse, excited. 


Stella entered and saw the miserable, sun-blinded room with the enormous 
bed in the middle, unmade and white. In a corner there was Nannina with 
all her children on top of her. 


ACCATTONE TO Nanni'! This is Stella! 


Nannina came forward, with the last child at her breast and the others at her 
skirts, uncertain, a little scared, but courteous: 


NANNINA Very lucky! 


ACCATTONE If we are orange before... If we can be orange now... Don't 
you think so, Nanni? 


NANNINA Dia and! 


Nannina helped Stella get settled, took her bundles and briefcase, and went 
to put them in a corner, on a straw-covered chair, which served as a 
wardrobe. 


Accattone looked at Stella, who was standing shy and good. 


ACCATTONE 'To Stella, you're happy... My God, this isn't a palace... 


Meh! The essential thing is that it doesn't rain... Say, are you happy? 
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STELLA As long as you're happy in Vitto... 


ACCATTONE Two, I know things: either I've gone mad or my brain has 
returned! 


He threw himself with his legs apart on the bed, with his hands under his 
head. 


Nannina turned to Stella shy and ceremonious. 


NANNINA Do you like Marsala? Shall we have a sip?... 


ACCATTONE But how? There's still Marsala! Oh, good times! Come on, 
famous, this drink, let's go! 


In the meantime Nannina had taken a bottle of Marsala from a box under 
the chair and had begun to pour it into the large mismatched wine glasses. 


The ceremony was carried out in silence, under the greedy, ardent eyes of 
the five poor kids. 


Nannina gave her glass to Accattone, hers to Stella, and they drank. 


NANNINA So... Happy birthday! 


BEGGING In the face of those who want it badly! 


They drank: Nannina drank, Accattone drank, Stella drank with her eyes 
shining with tears. In silence. 


Finally, Nannina made her eldest son drink the last drop left in her glass, 
who grasped the glass greedily in his hands. 


ACCATTONE And the first step is done! 


The guard was standing on the street corner. It was morning, the sun was 
fresh. And the guard stood there, silent, a mass of flesh and cloth, watching. 


And behold, his beady eye lit up: he had seen. 


Accattone was coming up the usual road, and was passing in front of the 
little bar, where there were two or three of his usual friends: the Sheriff, 
Cipolla, Mommoletto. 


ONION Mr Accattone! Mr. Accattone! 
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But Accattone didn't even answer: he swallowed with a bitter expression 
and continued on. 


ONION Aoh, how do you act! 


But Accattone still didn't answer and walked straight away. Mommoletto 
was full of curiosity about Accattone's behavior: 


MOMMOLETTO Accattone, what, you've made money, why don't you 
look at it anymore? 


Don't you remember when you didn't have any money? But what are you 
doing, go go? What, is he stuffed? 


He begged for nothing: he continued on: and the guard followed him, 
following him as he went towards the main road, where the tram passed, to 
the stop, among the miserable knot of people waiting. 


Among the people, cute and clean as always, was Accattone's teenage 
brother, Sabino. 


SABINO Hurry up, Vito, we'll be late! 


ACCATTONE Aoh, look, I don't know what to do, you know! 


SABINO You learn! 


The emaciated and clumsy Centocelle tram arrived clanking with its 
glorious whistle. 


The guard observed, calmly and distractedly, with his naked eye, Accattone 
and Sabino, who were walking along the crowded street and entering a 
large building through a door that looked like a window. 


They entered via a staircase that led down to the cellar, and there was a 
large dejected dog looking at them. 


They arrived downstairs, to a miserable little room, with a counter and a 
telephone. There was a man there, a big one. 


SABINO To Sister Pietro, this is my brother... who I spoke to... 


Mr. Pietro raised his eyes, slowly, and in a deep voice: 


SIR PIETRO Okay, okay... 


Sabino stood there a little embarrassed. 
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SABINO Then... Goodbye! 


And he ran up the stairs, followed by the dog, disappearing. 


A door opened onto the actual workshop, where the workers were working. 
Mr. Pietro was silent. 


ACCATTONE So? 

SIR PIETRO What do you know you're doing? 
ACCATTONE As a kid I made lathes. 

SOR PIETRO There are no lathes here. 
ACCATTONE That's all I knew... 


SIR PIETRO Well, attack, go! 


Accattone looked around a little uncertainly. 


SOR PIETRO Put on that tracksuit... 


He pointed with his beard towards a miserable clothes hanger, with 
miserable clothes attached, including an old tracksuit. Beggarly, 
dissatisfied, hostile, he put on that sort of diving suit which deformed him, 
made him a sort of Charlot. Thus dressed, he turned to the boss: 


ACCATTONE What should I do? 


Sor Pietro gave him twenty-five lire: 


SIR PIETRO Go and buy a bolt. 


Speechless, at the stupidity he was tasked with doing, Accattone looked at 
the twenty-five lira in his hand. 


Then slowly, he turned on his heel and left. 


He passed under the nose of the Loffian guard, who, despite having a soul, 
was doing a crossword, and entered the door of a small hardware store. 


Serving at the counter was Sabino, who looked at his brother in amazement 
with a soul full of infinite patience. 
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ACCATTONE Give me a bolt! 


Sabino, embarrassed, served him: Accattone gave him the twenty-five lire. 


ACCATTONE Eh, you're a saint, bro! Who you got, I don't know! 


SABINO I will have taken San Sebastiano martyr! 


Accattone with the bolt between his fingers, rose again. 


He was about to enter with the bolt, but Sor Pietro was coming out on a war 
footing. He didn't even see the bolt that Accattone held out to him. 


SOR PIETRO Now let's load up a little bit of iron, let's go! 


Next to him was another young worker, in overalls, a burino: Accattone 
fervently followed the two, and they all boarded a van, an Ape. The owner 
was driving and the two were on the truck bed. 


They took off at full speed. 


ACCATTONE Thank goodness, we're going for a walk! Do they often take 
these rides? 


BURINO This is the job: load up and down! 


ACCATTONE Thank goodness! Then it's a blast! And who cares about this 
job anymore! 


And, intoxicated by the speed through the festive streets of Rome, he also 
began to whistle. 


The Ape went down a street in San Lorenzo, entered a door without wings 
and entered a dilapidated courtyard open to all winds, white from the sun. 


He stopped in front of a group of scoundrels in their forties and fifties. The 
surrounding courtyard was full of stuff, crates, bags, piles of iron. 


The master came down and immediately began speaking to the most 
authoritative scoundrel: 


SOR PIETRO A panzone! Then we can upload! What is our fero! 
GAGLIOFFO There he is! 


SIR PIETRO Ah! I'm eighty quintals, yes? 
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At the word "eighty quintals" Accattone, sitting on the pickup truck, 
pricked up his ears in shock: and looked at the expanse of iron in shock. 


GAGLIOFFO That's eighty quintals, eighty quintals! What, I'm coming to 
steal from you! 


Eighty quintals! 


In front of the expanse of iron there was the astonished face of Accattone 
who looked: 


ACCATTONE Eighty quintals! And that all this violence exists in Italy? 


Sor Pietro turned to the two slaves: 


SIR PIETRO Aoh! Come on, be brave! A little good imagination and you'll 
finish right away! 


BEGGING Yes, to live! 


And he followed the bull who, full of energy and good will, went towards 
the hell of iron. 


The Ape moved on, now loaded with iron. The two slaves were lying on top 
of the pile of iron they had loaded. Accattone was already exhausted from 
fatigue: he spoke breathlessly and wiped the sweat from his white face. 


ACCATTONE How many trips do you think it will take? 
BURINO 'Next fortnight... If we fill it all up! 


ACCATTONE Yes, you give it your all! 


The van arrived at the San Lorenzo yard, entered and arrived under a 
kilometer-long shed, a kind of hangar where they cleaned the locomotives. 


As soon as the Ape stopped, the owner leaned out of the door: 


SOR PIETRO Troops down! 


The bull jumped full of fervor, and behind, emaciated, Accattone. 
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The huge expanse of iron was no longer there. 
The burino and Accattone were loading the last piles into the van. 


Accattone was a scoundrel, unrecognizable, dilapidated, black with dust 
and coal, he could no longer stand: 


ACCATTONE But why are we in Buchenwald here? 
BURINO Eh, how quickly you get ready! 


ACCATTONE Thank God I won't do it anymore, otherwise I would kill 
you... 


And he went to pick up a last pile of iron, carrying it with a grimace of pain 
towards the van: it looked like Christ under the cross. 


He couldn't do it: he dropped the iron on the ground and rested his head 
against the edge of the box, starting to vomit. 


BURINO What have you done? Do you feel bad? 


In the meantime, he picked up the iron that fell in Accattone and loaded it 
into the van. 


BURINO What a bad effect work has on you... 


The prankster pulled himself up onto the van and helped Accattone to do 
the same. 


Accattone threw himself onto the pile of iron. 


ACCATTONE God's will be done! 


And he was almost shocked as, shaking his poor body on the pile of iron, 
the van set off again under the sun. 


Still under the eye of the guard, there was Accattone passing in front of his 
friends' little bar again. It was already almost night, a beautiful cool summer 
night with the scents of soups and the radios on. So this time there was a 
nice clique at the bar, all sprawled out on chairs. Accattone, as in the 
morning, went straight on. 


But as soon as his companions made fun of him, they immediately started 
to do a bit of teasing: 


MOMMOLETTO Accattone, are you going without an umbrella?! 
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ONION Watch out, the dog catcher is spinning! 


And meanwhile Giorgio il Secco, angry, asked his neighbors for 
information. 


GIORGIO Aoh, what happened? But why does it involve MOMMOLETTO 
And what do I know! This morning was like this too! It looked like the 
Statue of Liberty to me! Not even looked at it in the face. 


Giorgio grasped the situation immediately, and ferociously, in Accattone: 


GIORGIO Accattoneeeee! 


And since Accattone naturally didn't turn around, Secco gave him a 
raspberry. 


Accattone reacted suddenly, black as a demon, in one of his crazy fits, like 
an epileptic: 


ACCATTONE And now you've bored me! 


GIORGIO Mmmh, how prosaic you are! 


Blind with anger and exasperation Accattone took a shoe off his foot and 
threw it violently at the clique. 


Then he threw himself behind the shoe and began to hit Giorgio and 
everyone else blindly. 


A brief, furious beating erupted. Everyone, of whom there were many, 
began to beat Accattone in unison. 


Under the eye of the guard, Accattone, almost staggering among the dry 
vegetable gardens, reached the door of the hut, opened it and entered. 


He was massacred, full of bruises, of pain: he was bleeding from his nose. 


He entered the hut, and Stella and Nannina looked at him frightened. 


STELLA To Vitto, what happened to you... 


Accattone got furious, took the thousand lire he earned at work out of his 
pocket and threw them on the bed. 


ACCATTONE It happened to me that I know 'no asshole! Here's what I 
have 
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success! I went to kill myself for a thousand lire! Jesus Christ couldn't have 
given me a stroke this morning when I left the house... 


STELLA Vitto, calm down... Don't say that... 


Under the frightened eyes of Stella and Nannina with her five children, 
Accattone continued to scream, like an epileptic. 


ACCATTONE Lasseme loses! Get it over! 


Emptied of all strength, all energy, he threw himself face down on the bed, 
hiding his face in his hands, with a moan like a beast. 


Stella looked at him for a while, in silence, then approached him, shy, 
scared, and dared to tell him, uncertain, for fear of offending him... 


STELLA A Vitto... If you see that I'm not doing it this year to work... I'm 
willing to go back on the road, if you think it's better for me... 


ACCATTONE What are you saying! Get it over! 


And he covered his face in his hands, lying on the bed. 


ACCATTONE Yes! You're going down the street! But get it over with!... 
Now I've decided that I'll take care of you! Enough! You have to stay at 
home! When I put one thing in my head, that must be it! Either the world 
will kill me, or I will kill him! 


And at night. Everyone was asleep in the hut. In the large bed, Stella slept 
in the middle, Nannina on the left, Accattone on the right. Here and there, 
even on the ground, Nannina's children. 


Accattone, still disfigured from the beatings, slept an infamous sleep, with a 
rattle in his throat. 


And here he is lying on a place that is, or is not, the wall on the street of the 
house in Ascensa... All around, there is the blinding sun and the rubble... 


Accattone is there motionless, in pain, he can't get up from the dust... And 
then three or four friends come running towards him, they are all dressed in 
black, as if for a ceremony. Renato the Prophet speaks to him, anxious and 
tragic. 


RENATO 'Namo, aren't you coming? We're all ready, can't you see? They 
are waiting for you! 
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Accattone, uncertain, then, gets up, looks around, obedient, good, afraid: 


ACCATTONE 'Let's go! 


Walking behind the group of friends all dressed in black, Accattone looks 
around, and also looks at himself: he too, suddenly, is dressed in black, as if 
for a funeral ceremony or a wedding. 


Frightened, he quickens his pace and painfully manages to reach his 
friends: 


ACCATTONE But what happened, aoh, what happened? 


Renato, Cipolla, Sheriff, Tremarella, Pio do not respond, absorbed in their 
own terrible thought. But Accattone insists, like a child. 


ACCATTONE Aoh, but you want to tell me what happened! Tell me... 
please... 


They now pass in front of the Fountain: Balilla is there washing a bunch of 
grapes, and observes the procession of his companions dressed in black. 


With a smile like a slut's boy, he begins to eat the bunch of grapes, and says 
something, in a parable tone, as if he were saying a cheerful and threatening 
outburst: but it's not clear what he says, his voice is just a buzz. Accattone 
tries to understand him, listening, but he continues to speak, without a word 
being understood. Then, out of breath, Accattone reaches his friends again 
and pulls Pio by the sleeve. 


ACCATTONE To Pio! But what happened? 


Pio turns, looks at him, with a strange serious face: and then, as if in a 
sudden decision, taken with pity towards Accattone, he says to him: 


PIUS But how? You do not know? Accattone is dead! 


Accattone listens to him in terror, white as wax. He raises his eyes, and in 
fact, above him, at the end of the miserable white road, a little black funeral 
passes by, with the cross waving on its head. 


His friends and Accattone reach him, and walk behind the black wagon 
with the coffin. 


Little by little, Accattone remains alone in the lead: the others come behind, 
silently. 
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Renato's voice echoes strangely in all that silence. 


RENATO But you couldn't have said that, he shouldn't have put it in the 
box! What friends you were! 


The cart stops in front of a low wall with a gate: on the inside there are two 
naked boys attached to the bars who seem to be playing calmly. 


The funeral enters through the gate: a man, a sort of driver, turns to 
Accattone: 


MAN You can't come in! 


ACCATTONE And why? 


He trembles, asking that question, and the guardian appears in front of him. 


The funeral enters and disappears. So Accattone remains alone, breathless, 
along the wall. 


He looks around, fierce and naive like a child, then suddenly he climbs the 
wall, climbs over it, and comes down on the other side. 


There, on a dark piece of land, he sees only a little old man, all white, who 
is starting to dig a hole. Accattone approaches him fearfully and the old 


man looks at him kindly: then Accattone sits next to him. 


ACCATTONE Come on, why don't you give me a little later? Can't you see 
that the earth is all dark here? 


The old man, always patient and benevolent, looks further, and in fact, just 
beyond the hole, a wonderful valley extends, invaded by a radiant, 
boundless light, which evaporates into the blue of a still and fragrant 
summer. 


ACCATTONE Give it to me later... just a little.. Please, sor mae... 


The old man, with a sigh, looks at him and smiles. 


OLD MAN All right! 


And he begins to dig a little further, into the light of the clear valley. 
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It was the morning, warm, sunny. 
The guard was already there doing his duty: with his eye out. 
Accattone left the house, and his eye lit up, full of new interest. 


Accattone walked for a while, uncertain and sleepy, along the street, until 
he reached the nearby tavern, caressed by the first sun. And he entered it. 


The tavern was almost empty, flooded by the sun along the stripes of the 
fence. The light shone at the end, in the dry courtyard with the fig tree. 


At a table four youngsters were silently playing a game of cards: among 
them was Carthage. 


At another table, drinking half a liter, were Balilla and one of his 
companions. 


Accattone immediately took Balilla head-on: 


ACCATTONE To Bali, I was looking for you! 


Balilla offered him a glass of wine: 


BALILLA Drink, think about your health... 


Accattone drank quickly and anxiously: 


ACCATTONE To Bailiff, not even a penny makes a blind man cry! 
Yesterday I even tried to work, you know, Yes! 


BALILLA What a shame! 
BEGGING What do we want to do? 


BALILLA The world belongs to those who have teeth! 


Saying this he put some coins on the table and stood up. Standing up, he 
turned to Carthage, with a whistle. 


BALILLA Wake up! 'Let's go! 


Carthage looked at him mischievously: 
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CARTHAGE There, I'm done! 


At the door of the tavern, Accattone and Balilla waited for him at the bell. 
Accattone opened his mouth hopefully, under Balilla's ironic eyes. 


ACCATTONE Who do we cry? 


BALILLA Eh! What have you got in your head? What, a shot at the rififi? 
Let's go like this, for good luck! To Carthageeeee! 


Carthage came forward, ready, but a little sleepy. He stopped in front of 
them, all laughing, and stretched. 


CARTHAGE Aaah, blessed was the day I was born! 


The plainclothes guard, all sweaty, was following the three companions: he 
observed them walking down the street, with Carthage pushing a little cart. 


The three buddies had been walking for quite a while, it was clear: they 
were already exhausted, burnt by the sun and tiredness. 


And he walks, and he walks: under the watchful eye of the guard. 


And walk, and walk. 


ACCATTONE Aoh, do we want to look inside that truck? 


He points to a stopped truck with his beard. Balilla doesn't even take it into 
consideration. 


BALILLA Yes, you can find funny people inside that truck... 


And they continued to walk, like three slaves at the shafts of their little cart, 
along the road of fire. 


They continued walking, they had now crossed half of Rome. 


Accattone was black, he was already walking half-dead from tiredness: and 
Cartagine, too, was already tied to the cart and all limp. 
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The flower market around was all ablaze: trucks, baskets, bouquets, vans, 
carnations, roses. 


The three passed under a truck, which three porters were unloading. One of 
the three porters was Fulvio il Scucchia, thinner than usual, a skeleton. 


FULVIO Ah, Accatto, where are you going? 


ACCATTONE To the Madonna der Divino Amore! 


FULVIO Well, then bring these flowers! 


He said, and jokingly threw a pile of discarded flowers onto the cart. 


Then, as if exhilarated by his gesture, he grabbed another armful and threw 
it onto the cart: 


FULVIO Well, I'll give it all to you! Load up all this rubbish, take it away! 


ACCATTONE You're always kidding yourself! 


It was poisoned. But Balilla, lively, with a leap, mounted the cart and sat 
down among the flowers. 


BALILLA Come on, to Carthage! I've always been among the mud, now I 
want to be among the flowers! 


Carthage, dead tired but laughing, started pushing the cart again almost at a 
run. 


The enormous eye of the loffio watched, observed tirelessly. 

The three companions were still there walking, with the cart full of flowers. 
They were half dead from tiredness, they couldn't take it anymore, they 
were breathing through their teeth. But they continued walking, watching. 


And Accattone in fact, with his beard, because he no longer had the strength 
to raise his hand, pointed to another truck. 


ACCATTONE That? 


BALILLA Let Balilla do it! 
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His eyes brightened, and he began to walk faster, followed by the other two, 
not towards the truck indicated by Accattone, but towards another truck, a 
little further on, which was loaded with coffee. 


BALILLA If only it were a good time! 


The others had understood immediately, and followed him, approaching the 
truck quickly and agilely. 


Balilla approached, with quick and skillful moves, and was about to open 
the rear door of the truck. She spoke to herself, like someone who sings to 
give herself courage. 


BALILLA I've never been a fool! This is an old problem with this truck... 


But the counter didn't know. 


BALILLA It's closed, 'shut up! 


Carthage approached him and handed him the screwdriver. 


Balilla tried, acting indifferent, to open it with that. 


ACCATTONE Tiette, come on people! 


Indifferent, as if he were dancing, Balilla stopped working and tied his 
shoe. Indifferent, he got up and started walking again: Carthage lazily 
followed him with the cart. 


The loffio, behind there, watched them as they walked down the long sunny 
street: then he entered a bar, with the telephone sign. 


The three were still walking, they had now traveled all over Rome and were 
at the other end of the city. They were dead of tiredness: Accattone was 
distraught, he no longer even had breath to speak. 


Over there, the guard followed them. And here came two other bourgeois 
guards, on Lambrettas: and they exchanged a few intelligent words with the 
first guard: then they split up and followed the. three cronies. 


They were there walking in silence, without even daring to look at each 
other. 


They walked, they walked: the sun was already setting, their shadows were 
long. 
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Suddenly, having said that, Accattone took it and sat down on the edge of 
the pavement, determined to stay there: he was black, distraught and 
desperate. 


Balilla did not have. the courage to say nothing, and he too sat down, 
discouraged, next to Accattone: Carthage observed them for a moment, and 
then went and sat down next to them too, silent. 


For a long time they remained like that, in silence: with their faces resting 
in the palms of their hands, with their elbows on their knees. Indeed, 
Accattone, in a fit of discouragement, rested his forehead on his arms, 
above his knees, all curled up, hiding his face. 


The loof's eye down there was watching them. 


They remained like this for a long time in silence: and in silence, but with a 
face that clearly showed that he was talking lively to himself, Carthage 
wearily took off his shoes, taking out his swollen and sore feet. 


As if recalled by an ancient dog instinct, Accattone raised his head and, 
with a bitter expression, sniffed the air. He started sniffing again. He 
became more and more bitter, until he actually appeared disgusted: But that 
disgust managed to overcome the curtain of silence, and he blurted out, 
towards Carthage, choking. 


BEGGED AND put those feet back in their shoes! What do you want to 
attack the plague? Kill, oh, how much you stink! 


Carthage, hit to the quick, went on the defensive: but he was already 
laughing. 


CARTHAGE What, it's my fault! We've been walking for ten hours... 


ACCATTONE Shut up, you stink more alive than dead! 


And he raised his arm to the sky, as a sign of righteous indignation. 
Carthage then began to laugh, at first softly and a little embarrassed, then 
increasingly louder and more heartily, until his laughter became 
unstoppable. 


He stretched out on the sidewalk, disemboweling himself. He tried to speak, 
but he couldn't, he couldn't. She finally did it to him. 


CARTHAGE Do you know how long it's been since I've washed them? 
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But a new, irresistible laugh suffocated him again. Accattone looked at him 
seriously, but his mouth and beard were already trembling; he too felt like 
laughing, louder and louder. Finally Carthage made him talk to him again. 


CARTHAGE From mid-August, when I went to the sea! 


And he started laughing like crazy again. Even Accattone was defeated by 
now, and he laughed out loud, throwing himself back onto the sidewalk. 


And Balilla was laughing too, with his mouth wide, very happy that things 
were taking that turn, after the fool he had made: he laughed toothlessly 
with his mouth wide, rolling on the pavement with his legs in the air. 


BALILLA To Cinderella, when she lost her shoe, the prince brought it back 
to her... Ah, ah ah, ah! If you lose it, the firefighters will bring it back to 
you! 


BEGGAR Ah, ah, ah! Here's a fortune, at your feet! Why don't you know 
how to use it... DDT kills flies but what can I do, you kill horses with your 
stench! 


They laughed, laughed like crazy. And here came a truck, and stopped in 
front of a delicatessen shop. The driver entered. The three slowly stopped 
laughing and were delighted. Then as if on cue, Carthage jumped up, ran 
towards the truck. 


Meanwhile, Balilla moved the flowers aside on the cart, holding an armful 
in his hand. Carthage returned quickly with an armful of sausages and 
hams, and threw it into the cart, Balilla threw the flowers back on top, and 
all three calmly, still with laughter in their eyes, continued their journey. 


The guard saw them, and exchanged glances with the other officers. The 
three were walking all excited and satisfied, trying to get as far away as 


possible from the scene of the crime, towards the gold of the setting sun. 


They were already quite out of danger, along the shoulder of the Tiber, 
among the rare people of the neighborhood. 


ACCATTONE Whoever has faith in Providence will never die of hunger! 


That's right Stella! 


They thus took a few steps with an air of consolation and full of beautiful 
future prospects, when the agents, as unexpected as fate, stopped them. 
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AGENT Stop! What's wrong with you in there! Police! 


All three cronies immediately tried to escape: but Balilla's revolt was short, 
he was immediately caught and handcuffed. It was more difficult to take 
Carthage, who was a boy and quick as a snake. 


And Accattone was already there, running away desperately along the path, 
followed by an agent on foot and an agent on a Lambretta. 


AGENT Stop! Take it! We know you anyway! Stop... 


Everything happened as if without sense and without reason, in the gold of 
the sun setting on Testaccio. 


Cartagine and Balilla, already handcuffed, saw Accattone running, 
skidding, throwing himself onto a motorcycle stopped next to a small bar on 
the edge of the sidewalk, getting on and leaving at full speed. 


And piles of people around, running, shouting. 


The roar of the motorcycle was heard, which disappeared quickly at the end 
of a crossroads. Then a sudden bang, silence and screams, strange screams, 
with people coming together more densely. The agent, Carthage and Balilla, 
handcuffed, also ran to the end of the street and made their way through a 
crowd of people who were watching in shock. 


The motorcycle was smashed into the front of a truck. 
Accattone lay long, bleeding, on the pavement, in the place where shortly 


before he and his friends had laughed so much. Carthage fell on him, scared 
and crying like a little boy. 


CARTAGINE A Cattato, a Cattato... What's up... how are you feeling? 


Accattone was dying, covered in blood. 


He barely had the strength to turn his neck towards Carthage and Balilla. 


ACCATTONE Aaaah... I'm fine now! 


They were his last words. She remained bleeding on the sidewalk. 
Carthage looked frightened, with eyes full of tears, at Balilla, who was 


making the sign of the cross, passing his hands and wrists tightened by the 
iron of the handcuffs in front of his monkey face. 


(1960) 
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